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SCOTTS SCHIZOPHRENIA STORY 


PREFACE 

"Auditory hallucinations—or voices—are a common feature of many psychiatric disorders and are also experienced by 
individuals with no psychiatric history. Understanding of the variation in subjective experiences of hallucination is central to 
psychiatry, yet systematic empirical research on the phenomenology of auditory hallucinations remains scarce." Woods et ai 
(2015). 

This account has been written in the hope that it might save someone's life, someone who may be able to avoid suicide by 
relating to the descriptions of the terrible experiences I have lived through. I am additionally hoping that it might just shine a 
gentle light into my extremely difficult and opaque world, such that my family and other readers might lend me some sympathy 
and flexibility rather than bewildering condemnation in considering my behaviour. 

Schizophrenia and psychosis are both lethal diseases, and living with the experience of hearing voices also has a mortal impact. 
More than 62,000 people, mostly young people, die from successful suicide each year as a result of schizophrenia. I am hoping 
that if I market this right (not meaning commercially, but get it into the hands of vulnerable and innocent people), if I am able to 
get it to the right people, then my experiences may not only provide solace, they may help someone avoid or minimise the 
concomitant lifestyle factors that erode the longevity and the quality of a schizophrenic's life. 

In chapter 2003 










"To this day, the very nature of the inherently elusive and subjective phenomenon complicates an encompassing description or 
definition, as hallucinations may take on many different forms, may occur in all sensory modalities, and may or may not be 
linked to mental or physical illness" (Vercammen 2009) 

All I can say, is maybe you just have to have 'been there'. There is no doubt in my mind, even today, that these three sets of 
hallucinations were, and are, inter-related, in a way that features the qualities of cognition and orderly preconception. 

Conveying the facts and perceptual events that lead me unavoidably to this conclusion is the theme of this book. Can I start by 
stating that subtle features in self-awareness, perception and judgement allow me, and sometimes others, to be able to elicit 
increasingly accurate judgement about the onset of psychosis. This was not timely in the very early days of my diagnosis, but by 
1996 I could readily detect the early signs of the onset of a psychotic state. These-days, I have had my judgement adjudicated 
upon by qualified expert professionals many times now, and I am very good at detecting irregularities. 

It is perhaps in part the absence of these irregularities with regards to perception and judgement that form the foundation of 
the argument of this book. Again I request you to just temporarily set aside isolated and cold null hypothesis scientific reasoning, 
in preference to utter agreement that out of context, there are things in this world that we just cannot know now, just as when 
we could not know that the Earth was not flat. If you suspend your scepticism temporarily, it should be possible to read and 
adopt the story of events disclosed in this book as prima facie evidence, that normally and usually requires a variety of 
hypotheses to explain it. Perhaps the best guide to identifying an accurate understanding medical hypotheses is when an 
intervention is very successful at eradicating the symptoms, and this has not happened (30% at best) for these symptoms. 


then you have the teleological perspective 


alternative hypothesis mentioned in chapter 2003 


I am nearly desperate to convey the incredible similarities and exact sameness of the AVHs to human communication. Another 
of the primary driving factors of this book, which is to demonstrate how the phenomenology of AVHs precipitate delusions due 
to erroneous conclusions about causality. The AVHs themselves are torture, something that I do not feel that I have yet 
adequately conveyed. But when they become subject to faulty attributions, it is so catastrophic that the subjects often turn to 
suicide, drugs, isolation, and unavoidable despair. 

Stated purpose is to get me to commit suicide 

McCarthy-Jones (2012) explained that "Voice-hearing in those who enter the psychiatric system is associated with a ioss of many 
basic human needs, inciuding the ioss of safety, security, hope, sociai reiationships, respect, esteem and a purpose in iife. This is 
not to say that they are necessary losses, but rather that individuals who are distressed by their voices, cannot cope with them, 
and end up in an illness state, typically suffer such losses." 

"A number of studies suggest that a substantive proportion of the general population have experienced or regularly experience 
hallucinations. Tien (1991) investigated for the first time the occurrence of hallucinations in a very comprehensive sample of 
18.572 subjects from the general American public, observing a prevalence of 10% in males and 15% in females. Similar rates were 
found in comparable studies conducted in France (Verdoux et ai, 1998) and New-Zealand (Poulton et ai, 2000). Another large 
study (Ohayon, 2000) examined a representative sample from three different nations (the United Kingdom, Italy and Germany), 
by conducting telephone interviews. The investigators petitioned diverse types of hallucinations. 38.7% of the interviewees 
indicated that they had had at least one hallucinatory experience in their life, although the proportion of subjects having regular 
hallucinations was limited (2.7% having them once a week, 2.4% having multiple occurrence per week)." Vercammen (2009). 

This story is partly based on notes that I kept in response to my Auditory Verbal Hallucination (ANH) symptoms since their very 
beginning in 1992. I actually started hearing voices in 1991, but due to the nature of what transpired initially, I did not record 
any notes or journal entries until approximately 7 or 8 months after the beginning of my insanity. The very process of making 
notes helped me remember the approximate chronology of things that occurred, just as lecture notes help with recalling a 
lecture at university. However, on several occasions my voices compelled me to throw away my notes, so this story is not 


entirely transcribed from the notes I made. Some of it is though, and I will indicate direct reproduction of any notes, as well as 
pointing out when the notes are the basis of the remarks. 

Please accept my apologies here at the beginning of this book for the sordid details that accompany some of these stories. 
Unfortunately it is the horrible disgusting details of the events, or that comprise the circumstances of the events, that convey 
how defeating, humiliating and awful it is to have schizophrenia. 

It has always been my belief that writing something down eliminates the opportunity of for people to sensor, edit or change 
what was said, so the truth is concretized and operationalised. I guess this because it is true for the things that I say. I also made 
the notes to enable me to argue more effectively in the future. It also enables me to prove that what I hear is a lie, because I 
can prove the contradiction. Notes additionally improve awareness that most of everything I hear is false, untrue, misleading 
and deceptive. And obviously, they facilitate sharing my story. This is a significant attraction to me because of the (symptoms of) 
delusions I have about the origin of the AVH's. 

By way of example, allow me to pose a question that pre-occupies me. Why would an hallucination(s) have motives? Having 
motives is not the only surprising and inexplicable trait my voices have. They plan things, they have meetings, and one of them 
runs a training school in which I am the subject that the students (other voices) use to practice cruelty towards. But what really 
does me in, is an implied association between my voices and my feelings, and I do not mean the feelings I get as a result of 
hearing certain things, and I do not mean emotions. I mean things like twitching, very increased heart rate, 'hot flushes', cramps 
etc. My voices repeatedly ask "did you feel that?", as though they are checking whether something they have done has worked. 

I also occasionally have absolutely terrible feelings that I struggle to be able to describe, and my voices will start 'saying' that the 
shit feelings I am having are a punishment for something that I have recently done. But to suggest that my feelings are somehow 
causally related to my voices is to suggest that my voices have agency, which is absurd. 

There is a 'catch 22' for me, and I assume this is generally true for other psychotics. It is virtually impossible to rationalise 
psychosis away. When your doctor tells you that the voices you hear are 'disorganised thoughts' it does not change the fact that 
as soon as you have left the doctor's office, the voices start talking to you again. I hear "Hey Scott, is doctor "J" right? Are we 
disorganised thoughts? How are you going to get rid of us? What do you think Scott, are we disorganised thoughts?" 

AVH's are so persistent and realistic, I get unavoidably trapped into believing the wrong thing. That is the thing about psychosis 
- it precipitates believing the wrong things, and buying into delusions. When they say something, it is impossible to respond or 
reply without inherently 'confirming' their reality and existence. It just doesn't work if every time you are spoken to, you start 
chanting "You are my own disorganised thoughts" or "You are an hallucination". The problem is personification. "Who" are my 
disorganised thoughts. And this is what leads to delusions, and thus a 'catch 22" And if I think 'out-loud' to myself "these voices 
are just hallucinations", they actually reply and say "We are not. You'll find out. We are Ghosts". 

This book is not attempting to dispute the views and knowledge of health care professionals, or in any way argue with the 
understanding and insight demonstrated in contemporary understanding of schizophrenia. It is an explanation that accounts for 
one person's first hand experiences when it felt and seemed from the inside like conventional medical explanations are 
insufficient. (To this minute, my AVH's insist that they have human connections, or are human, or collude with humans). It is 

presented humbly by a person accepts that knowledge is comprised of facts that are transient, with wide attribution (tendencies 
or whatever the psychology book says), and who has to account for more than 17 years (in 2008) mostly continuous data 
(information). 

This book is not a collection of quotes of the content (phenomenology) of my 'hallucinations' (though such a collection does in 
fact exist). It is a general narrative of the 'plot' of my experiences, characterising what I have heard for the past 26.5 years. The 
day to day stuff that I hear would take far too many pages to present, because some days I am subject to 16 plus hours of AVH's. 
It used to be straight forward abuse -and I kept detailed records of what I heard. For example, one day I heard "sucked in Scotty 
Stewart" over eight thousand times. The outright abuse I heard was so constant, it lasted for years. I had to write about it, 
because I was looking for inconsistencies that would allow me to argue back, and enable me to discredit what I was hearing. And 
to this day, that is one of the main benefits of keeping 1^* person transcript notes of what I hear. I absolutely must be able to 
discredit what I hear because most of it is critical, and some of it is abusive, and because I am a sensitive person, it hurts me 
greatly. 

This story therefore does not detail all the abuse that I am subject to, but instead attempts to describe what I hear in terms of 
the 'plot' of the story that I am involved in. I find this story interesting and curious. One of my psychiatrist doctors once 
commented that the repetitious abuse could be due to "disorganised thoughts". I find that to be a suitable and reasonable 


explanation. It is difficult in the 15 minutes space of a doctor's visit to explain in context in more than 26 year hallucinations. 
After regular consultations with psychiatrists, I finally realised a "gotchya" that might lead to their disinterest in phenomenology. 
I realised after about 22 years, that if I wanted to discuss the details of my phenomenology with them, and I present to them 
once every three months, then I would be trying to summarise more than 1,260 hours of dialogue (in less than about a minute 
or two). 

I used to feel that it was like the proverbial 'patting an elephant' (each person patting describes something quite different, but 
they are all patting the same animal). Describing specific day to day AVH's phenomenology yields misleading insight into what is 
going on. Individual bits of dialogue (AVH's) misrepresent the story as a whole. 

So I am authoring this account in the style of a book in order to illustrate the greater story and the theme(s). The story will be 
told in a reminiscent style. The theme will be explicitly stated and highlighted. Delusional though it sounds, I must just say, and 
cannot avoid saying just this once (until the epilogue), that in the back of my mind there is still this whisp of a thing along the 
lines of "...but what if they really are Ghosts (other life forms), and this story really has significant SETI / Break Through Listen, 
extra-terrestrial importance!". There. I said it. 

I find explaining and telling the story quite embarrassing and humiliating, not just because it underlines my poor mental health, 
but because it so clearly identifies delusion thinking. But I am hoping that I can put it into context and convey how I get confused 
and overcome by 'alternative' hypotheses, and how this leads to catastrophic personal outcomes. It is the 'theme' of my 
hallucinations rather than the short dialogue excerpts that I find most interesting. Writing about the 'theme' of more than 26 
years of AVH's does me more justice than extemporary explanations, because I can indicate how schizophrenic's are overcome 
by confusion and erroneous beliefs. 

Nonetheless, this story / article is derived by describing the symptoms, hallucinations and experiences I have endured in living 
with a mental health problem, commonly and properly described as "living with the experience of hearing voices". A discussion 
of the underlying causes and explanations is undertaken in another article I have written. 

Most of the time these days, I tell people I believe the voices are what they say they are - "Ghosts". I have come to understand 
this word to mean a generic type of non-carbon non-water based 'ethereal' style life form. This definition is largely a result of 
visual hallucinations I have had, where I would observe these hazy vertical-biped type 'beings' walking around my TV room. The 
AVH's themselves say they are Ghosts. But I have on many occasions quizzed them to discover that this has never meant the 
traditional "perturbed spirits" of ex-humans that met a particularly nasty fate. 

With regards to my losses resulting from my diseased mental health, I say this about my circumstances (and to the Ghosts): "You 
had better hope I exist, because you have dedicated all your time and energy into torturing, manipulating and upsetting me. And 
you had better hope you exist, because of the amount of effort you have spent being deceitful and evil. But most of all, you had 
better hope you exist because you have involved, entangled and defamed so many other people with this affair. And they had 
better hope you exist, because they got involved and spent their time in here". 

Having thought ('said') the aforementioned out loud, I then left some space for my voices to say something, before I added this: 
"And you definitely better hope I exist in the way you describe me, and not just because you lie to people about me to get them 
involved, but because you have invested so very much into disrupting this life." 

There is a continuous reference in this article to who I call 'the cast'. These are the references to the people and personalities 
who appear in my hallucinations. In my particular schizophrenia, these mostly go by the names of real people I have known. I do 
not know why this is, but I have checked, and it is not common. 

I must first detail something very important about the cast. When I first became ill, when I was younger, I thought I was dealing 
with actual human beings. I could never understand how they could accomplish what was happening to me. But now after more 
than 26 years, I believe I am dealing with different life forms, perhaps a variety of them. Though I had made extensive notes 
(and drawings) of the details, similarities and differences of the life forms I thought I had / have come into contact with, for the 
remainder of this article I am going to collectively refer to them generally as 'Ghosts '. (My AVH's have specifically on many 
occasions stated that they are Ghosts). According to this current and general definition herein, these are to be specifically 
differentiated from apparitions, that the WWW indicates are quite different. A synonym might be 'Aliens'. 

For the first 13 years, everything took place wherever I was - normal locations on planet Earth. I had no idea where the people 
were that I could hear / was listening to. (When you experience 'voice' hallucinations, they are usually so distressing that you 


don't have the opportunity to try and figure out in a balanced logical way where they are coming from. You become 
overwhelmed by the immediate fear and distress regarding what you are hearing. All your energy is directed to fight or flight, 
not towards trying to figure out how you can hear people, why they are picking on you, and where they are located). 


CHAPTER 1 


My voices (Auditory Verbal Hallucinations) began on July 21^* 1991. They were always present and they were constant, and 
they remained like that for more than 16 years. For the entire time they were absolutely non-stop. The only time I could not 
hear them was when I was talking to someone, but I could hear them whenever someone was talking to me. That is, either they 
were 'talking' or I was 'talking'. When I say 'talking' I mean that their words (or my replies and responses) were as clear as any 
voices heard under normal circumstances, as if someone was standing straight in front of me. I have since come to call this 
telepathy. 

I am what they call a high functioning schizophrenic. The reasons for this are unknown, but what it means is that I have very few 
negative symptoms (lethargy, lack of hygiene, lack of motivation etc), and I am subject mainly to just positive symptoms 
(hallucinations). This is the reason that I am able to write this book, and explains why I have been able to maintain some 
employment since I first started hearing voices. This sets me apart from most other schizophrenics, and combined with my 
ability to articulate well, accounts for the consistent remarks of my unique status and my ability to describe my schizophrenic 
experiences in a detailed, understandable manner, according to my acute health care team members. 

The medication I was prescribed and that I took during this period had no impact, other than causing absolutely unbearable side 
effects. There were several side effects from these Type 1 anti-psychotics, a dry mouth, a stunted gait, tremors, tobacco 
cravings, but the most unbearable and intolerable side effect is called Akathisia. Akathisia causes intense restlessness, no matter 
how physically tired or worn out you are. It becomes impossible to sit still for more than a minute. Forcen (2105) describes it 
well: "is a neuropsychiatric syndrome characterized by subjective and objective psychomotor restiessness. Patients typicaiiy 
experience feeiings of unease, inner restiessness mainiy invoiving the iegs, and a compuision to move. Most engage in repetitive 
movement. They might swing or cross and uncross their iegs, shift from one foot to the other, continuousiy pace, or persistentiy 
fidget." 

After more than 16 years, so in 2007,1 finally began to experience some short, brief and intermittent periods of silence, where I 
might have got through a day without being spoken to. However, if I 'talked' I would always be answered. When I detail later the 
progress of the variety of medications I took, it will become apparent the extent to which these irregular periods of silence were 
able to be ascribed to medication. I have never been convinced that any of this silence is directly the result of the medication, 
but the medication certainly helps. As I will explain, the frequency and amplitude of my AVH's are always a result of a 
combination of the plot (the story) that has most recently been taking place, my medication, and the avoidance of narcotics. I 
am certain that the biggest impact on the prevalence of my AVH's results from management of my circumstances, what a 
psychologist might call Cognitive Behaviour Therapy (CBT). 

You might wonder if my location is important or central to my saga. Interestingly it has always remained relatively unimportant. 
In 2014 I was creating some training data for a neural network that I was going to build to distil empirical quantitative data from 
qualitative data that comprises the mental health forums online. I was going to build this software in an attempt to establish the 
extent to which other people's voices had the same idiosyncrasies and characteristics as my own. Whilst creating this training 
data, I realised that location often plays an important role in some peoples voices. For instance, many people have distressing 
voices whenever they are on public transport. This is not true for me. 

One of the destructive symptoms of schizophrenia is delusions. I believe, and know, that the delusions that characterise 
schizophrenia result from the subject's hallucinations. Once a person starts hallucinating, they have to contrive a world view 
that accommodates the new experiences, whether these hallucinations are auditory, visual, olfactory etc. I believe there is a life 
cycle of delusions common in schizophrenia, and I am the first person to make this suggestion (I have never seen anything 
similar in any research documents). 

This life cycle is not strict. The basic premise is that when the schizophrenia begins (so the person starts hearing voices), the 
subject initially believes they are being watched, because the voices are always commenting on things the subject is doing. So 
they start to look for hidden cameras. Then they believe people are looking through windows or hiding in close proximity. Then, 
when these hypotheses are proven wrong, the person starts to look for other explanations, such as government mind 




experiments, being "wired" or "radio inserts", and other conspiracies. Then they start to attribute their voices and visions to 
aliens, spirits, ghosts, or demons and the like. Then as time passes, they finally begin to integrate neurophysiological and 
psychiatric explanations that they hear from the health care team. 

Another feature of schizophrenia that I claim is true for all schizophrenics is this: "Schizophrenia is a disease of coincidences". 
There are a limited number (seven categories) of delusions that schizophrenics become susceptible to. Lane (2016) states them 
as persecutory, delusions of reference, grandiose delusions, erotomanic delusions, somatic delusions, thought insertion, 
withdrawal, control, or broadcasting, and bizarre versus non-bizarre delusions. These occur because the subject is trying to 
integrate anomalous stimuli and experiences into a cohesive world view. The following is an extract taken from a web page 
explaining the nature of the delusions mentioned above. 


Persecutory 

delusions 

In schizophrenia, as well as other psychotic disorders such as delusional disorder, delusions may have a 
variety of themes. The most common type of delusion associated with schizophrenia involves 
persecutory delusions. The schizophrenic believes that he/she is being followed or is under surveillance, 
or that he/she is being made fun of, tricked, or treated very unfairly by others. When schizophrenics 
experience this type of delusion, they may feel very frightened or paranoid. As a result, they will often do 
things to protect themselves from the persecutor(s). 

Delusions of 

reference 

This is when the person believes, for example, that things written in a newspaper or stated in a newscast, 
passages found in a book, or the words in a song are about him/her. 

Grandiose delusions 

Grandiose delusions involve the belief that he/she has exceptional power, talent or worth, or is someone 
famous. He/she may believe he/she is God or some other type of deity. 

Erotomanic 

delusions 

This type of delusion involves the belief that a particular person, usually a celebrity or someone 
especially important, is romantically or sexually involved with or in love with him/her. 

Somatic delusions 

This involves the belief that he/she has a medical condition or other physical problem or flaw. 

Thought insertion, 
withdrawal, control, 
or broadcasting 

These types of delusions (always considered bizarre in nature) occur when the person believes that 
someone, often aliens, are putting (inserting) thoughts into his/her mind, removing or controlling his/her 
thoughts, or broadcasting them so that others can hear them, usually against his/her will. 

Bizarre versus non- 

bizarre delusions 

Usually in schizophrenia the delusions are completely implausible or bizarre in nature, although at times 
they may not be. An example of a bizarre delusion would be a person who believes aliens have removed 
his/her brain and replaced it with an alien brain. A non-bizarre delusion would be something which could 
happen in reality, such as being under observation by the FBI. 


Something that happens quite regularly to schizophrenics (especially when they are psychotic) is that a feature or event in the 
normal world occurs at a time or place that has been given special meaning in hallucinations or a delusion. This natural random 
event then becomes positive feedback or evidence of the delusion or hallucination being correct and valid. For example, a 
schizophrenic who is having erotomanic delusions falsely believes that a celebrity is romantically or sexually involved with them. 
This happened to me, but as a high functioning schizophrenic, it did not occur in a conventional way, or have the usual negative 
problematic impact. 

There are a number of hypotheses that have quantitative evidence supporting them designed to explain the origin of 
hallucinations, and in this book, primarily AVH's. I accept that for each person, the mechanisms behind AVH's may be 
contingent, partial or occasional, and complimentary. Some of them I just find insulting, such as the "sub-vocalisation" 
hypothesis that suggests that sometimes what is perceived as AVH's is the subject misattributing their own self-dialogue to 
external or other causes. 

This hypothesis is part of a more general hypothesis that AVH's stem from erroneous self-monitoring. Wilkinson (2014) says: 
"According to these theories, our nervous systems distinguish seif-generated from externaiiy generated stimuii, through a 
process of seif-monitoring. When this monitoring goes awry, seif-generated stimuii are erroneousiy attributed to an externai 
cause. The various positive symptoms aii invoive fauity monitoring and simpiy differ insofar as that which is fading to be property 
monitored differs. In deiusions of controi it is bodiiy action, whereas in AVH and thought insertion it is wideiy thought to be inner 
speech". 





Alternatively, Cho & Wu (2013) state "A more neglected alternative is an account focusing on defects in auditory processing, 
namely a spontaneous activation account of auditory activity underlying AVH....we... argue that the spontaneous activation 
account has much in favor of it and should be the default account. Our theoretical overview leads to new guestions and issues 
regarding the explanation of AVH as a subjective phenomenon and its neural basis." 

Wilkinson & Day (2015) discuss a neuropsychological model to account for AVH's based around generation of material retrieved 
from memory then having an affected connotation, with hyper-connectivity to the primary auditory cortex, where the patient 
becomes aware of the AVH and wrongly attributes it to an external source. 

McCarthy-Jones S, Longden E (2013) "As such, voice-hearing - literally - speaks to the philosophical notion of co-consciousness, 
and human personality as a fluid, non-unitary entity, and is fertile ground for improved psychological understandings of the 
nature of the self." 

McCarthy-Jones et al (2014) Stated, that “new findings included that 39% of participants reported that their voices seemed in 
some way to be replays of memories of previous conversations they had experienced; 45% reported that the general theme or 
content of what the voices said was always the same; and 55% said new voices had the same content/theme as previous voices. 
Cluster analysis, by variable, suggested the existence of 4 AH subtypes. We propose that there are likely to be different 
neurocognitive processes underpinning these experiences, necessitating revised AH models."... "participants who heard more 
than 1 voice, 52% said that their different voices spoke at the same volume/loudness. Around 50% of participants had voices with 
a predominantly negative tone, eg, angry, nasty, and bossy and around 40% had positive voices, eg, loving, kind, and gentle. 
Voices typically made sense, ie, weren't gibberish. The voices/sounds were typically clear or very clear, with their reality rated as 
"very real" by 85% of participants, with 11% saying they were "somewhat real" or "dream-like."...." Forty percent of participants 
reported that voices talked about themselves in relation to them (eg, "We are normal, you are mad"). The majority of 
participants either often (35%) or sometimes (32%) had heard voices that told them what to do (ie, command hallucinations), 
with only 25% never experiencing this. Of the participants who had experienced voices giving them commands, 76% said they 
were able to resist them. While most participants (53%) never heard voices Just talking among themselves without referring to 
them"...."While the majority acknowledged it was possible that voices reflected thoughts they may have had, the majority were 
clear that the voices were not actually their own voice/thoughts" 

McCarthy-Jones (2012) " Specifically, 'the content of the hallucinated speech does not correspond to any apparent emotional or 
moral obsession of the patient (as seems to occur in psychosis), the speech is often a conversation among several people known 
to the patient or singing by a person heard previously by the patient, and the speech is often of a person of the opposite sex' (p. 
433). Braun et al.'s systematic review of AVHs following brain lesions found that post-lesion AVHs were associated with lesions at 
a range of points along the auditory pathway (pons, inferior colliculus, medial geniculate body and temporal lobe). They conclude 
that 'the cases presented here are best explained by a neurotransmitter-independent, modality-specific neuronal loss, AVHs in 
other psychiatric & medical conditions resulting in connection-based release of inhibition in the sensory cortex'." 

These factors are also identified by Mental Health Daily (2013-2017) as significantly contributing; 

1) Brain Damage / Injury 

2) Bullying 

3) Death of a Loved One 

4) Drugs 

5) Isolation 

6) Spiritual Experiences 

7) Stress 

And the article continues by describing a brief summary of the types of voices one may hear: 

Controlling voices - Voices may attempt to control how you act. They may tell you to engage in negative behavior. 

Multiple voices - You may hear more than one voice in your head and they may be conflicting or fighting with each other. 
Spiteful voices - Negative, cruel, nasty, vindictive voices often accompany mental illness. 

Supportive voices - Many people experience support from the voices that they hear. 

Random voices - Some people may hear random, meaningless voices. In other words, the voices heard aren't necessarily 
controlling, negative, or supportive - they are completely random. 



Finally, in this section relating the clinical insights into the symptoms I describe at length in this book, I would like to reproduce 
this summary of the key features regarding the "Key Features" of AVFI's, as presented by McCarthy-Jones (2012) in the most 
definitive and comprehensive study of phenomenology that I have read... 

• "AVHs in psychosis have a typical form which involves issuing commands, guidance and evaluative 
comments directed at the voice-hearer and the ongoing events in their life. 

• Such voice-hearers will typically hear a mix of positive and negative voices, although the negative voices 
predominate. 

• The majority of such voice-hearers can hold a conversation with their voices. 

• Voices showing self-preservative reactions increase the feeling they are real, and not self-produced. 

• There is extensive phenomenological variation within this group with some, for example, stating their voices 
are like clearly heard external speech, whilst others report voices which are more like ideas than speech. 

• The perceived reality of voices in this group is not dependent on whether they are perceived to be external or 
internal to the head. 

• Other types of voices may also be heard, such as repetitive voices, or simply random words. How and why 
these AVHs may evolve into the more typical, interactive voices is not well understood. 

• The phenomenology of AVHs when compared between individuals with different psychiatric diagnoses such 
as PTSD, dissociative identity disorder, schizophrenia, bipolar disorder and borderline personality disorder 
shows many more similarities than differences. 

• Voice-hearing in certain groups, such as the general deaf population and non-verbal quadriplegics, remains 
under-researched. 

• Voice-hearing across many psychiatric diagnoses and medical conditions may be underpinned by similar 
causal mechanisms and require similar interventions.” 


CHAPTER 1.1 


As I previously stated, my hearing voices experiences began at approximately 2am on 21^* July, while I was working very late one 
night recoding music that I had been writing with a collaborator. I was in my bedroom sitting at the end of the bed, writing lyrics 
when I started to hear very faint whispers that seemed to be coming from outside the bedroom window. I was very tired at the 
time, because I had been working very hard on some songs. I kept going over to the window and looking out to see if someone 
was outside. Obviously, I never found anyone, but I continued to hear whispers. This particular music project was due to 
conclude several days later, and as a result I was moving out to new accommodation. But each night while I was working I kept 
experiencing the whisper sounds. I could not help but go outside and look around, but it would have been virtually impossible 
for anyone to have been there because that would have meant that they would have been standing in the small space between 
the side of the house and the fence. 

My new accommodation had me living in the shop part of what used to be a corner store. I set up my recording equipment in 
my new room and began work on another solo song writing project that had me working in the small hours of the morning 
again, so as to avoid traffic noise that would interfere with my recording. Once I had moved, the whispering turned into voices 
and I could hear them clearly and understand what they were saying. Time and again I went outside and looked around but 
there was no-one there. One night in particular they were really bad, commentating on what I was doing, ridiculing me, insulting 
me, and saying they were going to "get me". I still thought they must be people, even though it was impossible for anyone 
outside to be able to see into my room. 

When you hear voices, the emotional impact of what they say takes precedence over the logic of where they could be coming 
from, and the impossibility of how they are being heard. For example, on one occasion I was looking at some pornography, a 
magazine that I had purchased. I had the magazine on my desk and was checking it out, and the voices started ridiculing me and 
belittling me on the basis that I was looking at a porn mag. When this happened, my immediate reaction was to close the 
magazine and pull my jeans up. I was absolutely embarrassed. Then I started looking round the room trying to understand how 
they could see me, which seemed absolutely impossible because there were curtains and acoustic gobos covering all the 
windows, and there were no gaps. So the next thing I did was to set up microphones at the edges of the curtains facing out onto 
the street to see if I could record the voices I was hearing, which I couldn't. 

The thing is, that I should have been able to rationalise that it was impossible for me to be able to hear anyone, especially 
because I was sitting in an acoustically isolated environment because of the acoustic baffles (gobo's) I had covering the 
perimeter of the room. But the fact of being seen in such a compromising situation was devastating, and it drove my behaviour. 




much more than logical rationalisation of the fact that what had taken place was impossible. And that is the sine qua non of 
hearing voices. It is the emotional and affective impact of the voices that drives behaviour, and the logical rationalisation of 
feasibility comes last. This is sadly evident in the thousands of suicides caused by hearing voices and schizophrenia psychosis. 

But the voices didn't stop when I closed the magazine on my desk. I could now hear a number of voices, all male. One of them, 
the main and most prevalent one said his name was "Dave The Bricklayer". I cannot remember exactly what the voices were 
saying, but to the best of my recollection they said things like "we can see you", and "stop doing that". This seems likely 
according to some of the auditory hallucinations simulations on YouTube (see for example: 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=OvvU-Aiwbok ). 

The voices also accused me of failing to pay my share of an electricity bill, accused me of theft regarding the credits to one of the 
songs on my demo tape, and I recall for certain that Dave said that I was "prejudiced against working class people". This latter 
accusation really caused me problems, because there is an immutable over-riding fact about AVH's and that is that you can 
never win an argument against them. This is because if the disagreement becomes heated enough, in normal life you would 
walk away, or call the police, or seek mediation. But when one of the parties in an argument is invisible, none of the 
aforementioned approaches work. You can't walk away, you can't call the police, you can't seek mediation by an authority, you 
can't do anything, including win. 

So this disparaging, insulting and to me serious allegation regarding me being "prejudiced against working class people" was an 
insult, and was outright wrong. I thought I was working class people! I had several imperative points that I could bring to bear to 
prove this allegation was factually wrong, but I will not describe here the dialogue of the argument that took place over a couple 
of days. The critical fact is the nature of this accusation, because it incriminated Ron, the man I recently been working and 
cohabitating with. I say this because one afternoon after Ron had returned from Melbourne where he went to his old record 
company to discuss the song writing we were doing, he remarked in the car that he didn't like the head of the record company, 
because "he was like a private school boy". Now I have put a lot of conscious effort into not subscribing to stereotypes, so this 
generalisation caught my attention. And so did this allegation of class prejudice. To me, they are both conspicuous because they 
rely on generalisations and stereotypes. 

Several days after the voices started (so late July 1991) they claimed to be the people across the street with statements like "we 
live over the road", or "we live next door". Occasionally I would run outside to see who was about, looking for the people whose 
voices I could hear, but there was never anyone one about, and no one visible across the street. The situation was becoming 
increasingly dangerous, because I was still thinking that the voices were coming from humans, and I started to think it was 
people nearby whenever I went out. Not only was I extremely upset and agitated, but I thought they (the owners of the voices) 
were going to hurt me. I remember one day on a train asking a stranger if I could walk with him out of the train station, because 
I needed protection from people who following and pursuing me, and who intended to seriously hurt me. Furthermore, 
whenever I was going out somewhere, I was expecting to meet the voices, and I knew they were hostile, so I had begun carrying 
knives, screw-drivers and other weapons in my pockets and in my socks, for self-protection. 

The months passed and I had made no progress with the hostile malevolent voices, or my anxiety stemming from the voices. I 
tried to make an appointment to see a psychiatrist, but I got lost and failed to make the appointment. One night I was invited to 
a party at a friend's house. When I was on the train travelling to the party, I was sitting near a guy on the train, who looked at 
me and said "You're Scott right". I was still terrified of the intentions of my hostile voices, so I said "Yes" and got up and moved 
to the front of the carriage. While I was sitting there, I was visibly shaking. I also nearly pissed myself. It took me more than 15 
more years to realise that these physical symptoms were not symptoms of fearing the guy who spoke, they are physical 
symptoms that I believe my voices are causally associated with. This of course is delusional, but the AVH's come across in such a 
way as to regularly cause this delusion to be salient. More about this in Chapter 9. 

The party went ahead but I could not really talk to anyone or have a good time because I was so upset about the voices. By Sam 
mostly everyone had gone home. My friends that were in fact home were all in one of the bedrooms, but eventually one came 
out to see how I was going. I told him I could hear voices, and I insisted they were real. They were saying things like "yeh, Scott is 
a fuckwit", "Scott is really pathetic", "Scott is a complete loser" and so on. I told the guy who came out to talk to me that there 
were people on the roof. He said "Don't be ridiculous, there's no one on the roof. Why would people be on the roof?" but I 
insisted they were. So to appease me, he went and got a ladder and climbed up into the ceiling, then reported back down to me 
"Scott, there is no one here. I guarantee it." Then he climbed back down from the ceiling, put the ladder away, and went back 
into the bedroom with the other guys. 



But I could still hear voices, and I ended up believing that they were the voices of my friends in the bedroom, and that they were 
saying terrible things about me. So I got up and left and went to the bus stop for the journey home. About half an hour later, 
several of the guys found me at the stop, and came up and said they had been looking for me because people were wondering 
where I had got to. I told them I thought they were talking about me, so I left, but they assured me that they were not talking 
about me, and certainly not saying bad things about me. I caught the bus home, unconvinced. 

Time passed, and I realised that I had to acknowledge that I had completely failed in my ambition to become a pop musician. 

This was disappointing but not unexpected. I decided to stick the plan I had made in 1981, namely, that I was to attempt to 
make it in the music industry but if I didn't have a million dollar deal by the time I was thirty, I would give up. So I decided to 
admit defeat and quit attempting to be a musician / composer. Accordingly I would return to Perth to complete my university 
studies. I organised to leave Sydney in December, booked a final tour of gigs in Perth from Sydney to get cash before university, 
and packed up my studio and belongings and shipped them to Perth. 

I still could not shake my belief that the voices were people. I somehow thought that once I was back in Perth the voices (who 
lived over the road or something) would be gone, because they lived in Sydney. But the voices did not stop on the other side of 
the country. The voices were now saying things like "we hate you", "you're a loser", "we don't like you", but also commentating 
negatively about tasks I was doing. For example, if I was writing something down, they would say things like "You're useless. 

Your handwriting is unreadable. That's not how you spell 'cassette'. You writing is too messy, you can't read it. Slow down and 
write better." 

Before I left the house in Surry Hills, I had been telling my cohabitants that the people over the road were spying on me. This 
really agitated one of the people I shared with, he declared "I can't handle this" as I claimed that the people over the road were 
watching me all the time. It was easily apparent to all my cohabitants that I was anxious and upset, but I cannot guess at what 
they thought about my claims that the people over the road were spying on me. A girl that we shared with went to a library and 
got out two books that had sections in them about psychosis, schizophrenia, hearing voices, delusions and so on. She gave them 
to me to read, saying "Scott I really think you need to read this information. You are not well". I did read it, but I could not see 
that I was paranoid and effectively delusional as the books described. I still thought that the voices were coming from the people 
over the road. I could not self-diagnose, realise, or detect my mental health problem. 

Since they could see me, they always had advanced warning of any attempt I might make to catch them. As it happens, it took 
me more than 14 years of reality checking, and exposure to endless lies put to the test, before I arrived at the decision that the 
owners of the voices were not human, and that they must inhabit or come from some mode or dimension of reality that would 
only be found in a science fiction story. 

Early on, was frequently told and I believed and that my room was bugged. Furthermore, the people (the voices) I could hear 
were obviously humans. Even worse, they claimed to be people I had met, were nearby, or famous people. I was so distressed, 
scared and confused by what was happening that I could not think rationally about my situation. The disease itself prohibits 
that. Furthermore, there are neurophysiological factors that characterise the disease that prevent you from thinking rationally 
about your situation. Also, I was in such poor mental health, and so extremely distressed by my hallucinations, that I never 
thought to investigate, research or become informed about my illness or being in a psychotic state (which is quite different to 
being schizophrenic, but also characterised by hallucinations and delusions). Note that this was 1991, so there was no WWW 
and investigating mental health was considerably more difficult. 


1992 


So I was back in Perth in December 1991, playing some gigs for cash, and organising university. The voices were still criticising 
and commentating, and I still could not rationalise or understand where they were coming from. I got a room in a shared 
shouse, and proceeded to look everywhere for hidden cameras, or microphones, or any other way that these voices could see 
what I was doing, and how I could hear them. They told me that one night when I was asleep in Surry Hills, they came in and 
inserted "cochlear implants", and this was how I could hear them. I didn't know anything about cochlear implants other than the 
fact that they were a form of hearing aid, so this claim seemed plausible to me given my lack of understanding and knowledge 
about cochlear implants. 

But now in January 1992, there was a change of cast. (This "change of cast" aka 'shift change' is very significant and important to 
me. I cannot reconcile why hallucinations would be torturing me in teams of individuals, that every few years, maybe less, would 
suddenly and surreptitiously be swapped out for a new team of individuals. Whenever this occurs, it does so without warning. 




and the names that the previous team were using are re-allocated to the new individuals seemingly so that I would not be able 
to detect this 'shift change'. I would also like to mention that it is quite common to read in other people's testimonies that theie 
hallucinations also work in shifts. Some are just three 8 hour shifts per day, some are 4 hour shifts, but intermittently there are 
paradigm changes, and the latest introduced team brings with it a whole new way of tormenting their subject. Why would 
hallucinations swap out members? 

In a wholesale 'shift change' in very early 1992, Dave The Bricklayer disappeared (no longer featured as one of the voices), and 
was replaced by a female Julia Davis, who remains in charge (the leader of the voices [Ghosts]) to this day. Julia claimed to be a 
Ms Julia Davis that I knew, a person I had met briefly in 1989, and the ex-wife of Ron Thiessen, my recent song writing 
collaborator from Sydney. The extent of my dealings with her were primarily that I had given her a demo tape before she left for 
Greece on route to London in April 1991. 

There was now a new cast, with new names for the voices, and seemingly new characters insofar as their behaviour and 
statements seemed quite different. This had the double effect of making the scenario more personal and more discrediting 
when I attempted to tell other people about my hearing voices. I was now even more inclined to react as if the voices were real 
people, and to do what I was told (to obey command hallucinations, something that the doctors always specifically tell you not 
to do). This new cast discredited me even more because it was obvious that no humans could or would accomplish what I was 
experiencing, that is, being watched and hearing their voices. 

As a fan of science, it is perhaps unsurprising that I decided to take some notes about what was happening. I had hoped that this 
would prove to be a very good decision, because I had no comprehension of what was going on or how it could even be possible. 
Approaching it with some objectivity must be a good approach, and it may help me to argue more effectively because I could 
point out their lies and inconsistencies. I remember that one day I drew a picture of what I had previously been shown (mental 
imagery) and what I had heard was taking place. It was a picture of 6 people, both genders, sitting behind a table, with 
microphones in front of them so they could talk to me. I knew the names of the people to as I recall - Dr Simon Greene, Dr 
Robert Cocgh, Ms Julia Davis, David Bowie, and two technicians whose names I did not know and was not told. 

One afternoon I was driving along Fremantle harbour and the voices were giving me hell. I had just sold a musical instrument 
(JP6) to a person through the newspaper, so I had $1600 cash on me. Julia and the rest of the voices, in between telling me that I 
was driving too fast, that I failed to indicate, that the rear view mirror required repositioning, that the car needed washing and 
polishing, that the car tyres needed checking, that I was driving too fast, that I didn't indicate early enough (yes I know - I have 
stated things more than once, but that is what they are like), started alleging that the money was "drug money" and that I 
should not be allowed to have any of that "drug money" to spend. 

She absolutely insisted that the cash I had just received from the instrument sale was ill-gotten, and she was really causing me 
anxiety and fear. I cannot remember the details now of exactly what transpired, but the result was being directed to drive the 
car out onto the groin of the north quay, and throw the plastic money bag containing the $1600 into Fremantle Flarbour. This is 
exactly what I did, and what happened. And that's the thing that is very hard to explain about the voices. They often come with 
feelings. The doctors explain that there is no correlation other than expected simple cause-effect (physical - emotional) to tie 
physical aberrations and feelings together. But it is certain that the tone and subject of whatever the voices are talking about at 
any one time can come simultaneously associated with terrible feelings congruent with the tone and subject. But believing that 
there is congruency between the two is in fact is delusional (somatic delusions). But any schizophrenic will tell you, that often 
the AVFI's seem more like a decoy or distraction from the application of more sinister physical anomalies that seem to be 
perpetrated, somehow under the control of the voices. 

The next significant event took place at the start of January 1992. The AVFI's continued to be led and directed by Ms Julia Davis, 
and the communications was being achieved by some broadcasting technology that was located and being operated from a 
room somewhere in Fremantle Flospital, that was sending signals to the cochlear implants that had been installed into my brain 
without my consent in the middle of the year just gone. I knew about the technology because I was shown a mental picture of a 
room with some electronic hardware against the wall, and two tables with chairs in front of the racks of hardware. I was told 
that the room was in Fremantle Flospital, but it was a non-descript looking room, and could have been anywhere. 

Julia was always accompanied by a small number of (what would you call them?) colleagues, or associates, or directing 
professionals, or assistants, or experts. For example, at the start of 1992 the mental images that were shown to me showed a 
number of people sitting in the chairs in front of the broadcasting hardware. These included Dr Simon Green, my psychiatrist. Dr 



Robert Coch, another psychiatrist, and I think Iggy Pop, and his wife Gloria, along with a couple of technicians responsible for the 
necessary broadcasting that was taking place. 

Anyway, the story had now changed from malevolence, hostility and hatred for false accusations for things like the electricity 
bill, or hatred because my handwriting was not neat enough, to a more romantic and optimistic immediate future that was 
based around me and Julia getting married! In fact, the change of the year coincided with my relocation to Perth, and also with 
the departure of Dave The Bricklayer and the appearance of Ms Julia Davis. But more significantly was the news that Julia had 
brought with her a recording contract, a publishing contract, a $lm advance, and a red Porsche motor car. This news was first 
announced by Julia as she was driving down Kwinana Freeway in the Porsche heading to an undisclosed location, after having 
left the control room in the hospital. The contracts, the money and the car were a result of her having done a deal with a 
recording company (whose name was unavailable) on the strength of the demo tapes that she had. The word "strength" is used 
here though figuratively, because the demo tapes and the video demo tapes were shit. Most of the songs had no melody, the 
attitude (lack of it) was crap, the quality of the recordings was terrible, and those demo's offered nothing promising at all. At 
least that was my opinion. 

But Julia made a big deal of what she had achieved. There was in my opinion a considerable amount of narcissism in Julia's 
presentation of the 'booty' she had acquired. I saw it very differently, as will become evident over the next few paragraphs. I 
was not allowed to talk to anyone, meet with anyone, telephone anyone, more generally communicate personally with anyone, 
in order to ascertain proof of what she claimed she possessed. There was however, one immutable paramount proviso regarding 
these contracts and the money. I was not allowed to receive or access any of it unless I gave up cigarette smoking. When she 
told me that, I was utterly transmogrified. What did cigarette smoking have to do with any of these claims? Why was smoking 
such a barrier? Why was smoking a prerequisite to anything more substantial? And how am I supposed to give up whilst I am 
being berated, hated, criticised, physically assaulted, and held under duress? 

I was being taunted by Julia on an hourly basis. Her favourite reproach was to repeatedly state that I was being subjected to "life 
in a goldfish bowl", whilst she (or someone or something) showed me a mental image of a goldfish in a goldfish bowl. The critical 
point I am making here is this matter of "showing me mental images". I am, and have always been, and person who suffers from 
afantasia. Afantasia is a condition where an individual is unable to produce vivid (or any) mental imagery. I knew I had afantasia 
because I had just spent a decade trying to accomplish something creative, but I had never experienced any imagery. I was 
always aware of my deficit. This awareness had an antecedent in visual art at high school, where once again, I noticed that I 
could not conjure up any visual mental inspirations to guide my work (drawing / painting) attempts. But since the coup d'etat of 
Julia replacing Dave The Bricklayer, I had intermittently and occasionally been experiencing vivid and colourful images in my 
minds-eye. Something coinciding with the onset of paranoid schizophrenia was precipitating an occasional mental image. This 
will be discussed more fully in a few chapters etseq. 

I pointed out that this whole approach (relentless torture, deprivation of rights and stress) to getting someone to permanently 
abstain from smoking cigarettes was, in my opinion, a fundamentally floored approach. There were many more conventional 
things that could be done to get someone to stop smoking. 

Another point of contention that I tried to communicate to my captors was the unavoidability of the quantum effect. This term 
is from quantum physics and describes a situation that prevents an observer from measuring two things simultaneously. It is 
commonly described in the maxim "merely observing the system changes the system". This was going to pervade upon any 
truthful reason for abducting me telepathically without my consent, and upon any objectives that might have been subservient 
to what was taking place. 

So I was not allowed to have either of the recording contracts, any of the money, or access to the car unless I discontinued 
smoking. But at the same time I was being tortured physically (plagued by twitches, erections, erratic eye movements, cramps, 
wind etc) and tortured mentally by malevolent critical voices; the same ones that currently lead to more than 62,000 suicides 
annually by the people that experience them. But what really 'got on my goat' in the midst of all of this, was Julia's 
pronouncement that we should get married. 

There were many inherent problems with this outrageous statement. First, these were AVH's and there should not be any 
human available or involved to get married to. Second, she was presiding over my an open mental wound, misery and despair 
whilst simultaneously destroying all aspects of normal healthy life. But more critically and paramount was the fact that I didn't 
like her, but to be fair, this was something that I never actually said to her - the human her I of course mean. This change in the 
plot brought with it the treachery of me not being able to relegate these distressing perceptual experiences to being 



hallucinations, quite the contrary. The entire plot seemed to be based on the premise that I was actually telepathically 
communicating with humans, and the sporadic mental images I was experiencing consolidated the delusional belief. 

Julia was continuing to erode my health in the guise of not being an hallucination. She would wake me up at three or four in the 
morning and pronounce that I had to get up and do some guitar practice, though as far as I was concerned, I was actually 
quitting the music industry, after admitting my catastrophic failure to get anywhere. Once the sun had come up, she would 
dictate other things that I had to do, such as run to my grand-mothers house and practice the piano, or go to my parent's house 
and wash their cars, or get a sponge and clean the walls and ceiling of the bathroom to get traces of mould off the walls. 

There was one really big calamitous thing going on. As I mentioned in the previous chapter, I was the owner of some 
pornographic magazines. Some of them were called Club and had been purchased from Roslyn's Bookshop in Kings Cross, but I 
also had a couple called "Seventeen" that were Dutch magazines that I had purchased from Club-X. I was 28 years old at the 
time, and I still do not think that these magazines are inappropriate, especially since they were legal. But Julia referred to all of 
them as "paedophilia", and she proceeded to demand that I sit on my grey student's desk chair, face the wall of the room, and 
answer questions relating to "paedophilia charges". 

The next development from these "paedophilia charges" was that there were now several different voices interrogating me 
while I faced the wall sitting on the chair. I was told that these voices belonged to representatives of "The Supreme Court Of 
America", and the head of the "Supreme Court" was a man named George. On any given day, at any point in time, I would be 
told that I had to face "paedophilia charges" by "The Supreme Court Of America", so I would have to drop whatever I was doing, 
return to my room, set the chair facing the wall, and sit on the chair and answer questions. As I recall, this went on from 
approximately April until November. I had actually done some legal studies at university in my first year, but this was only 
commercial law, but it was all I had to attempt to defend myself against both the interrogation and the charges. The grilling was 
uncomfortable, distressing, intense, contemptuous, and obviously using the incorrect head of action (legal pornography is not 
paedophilia to the best of my knowledge, but I have never studied criminal law), and beyond the rightful jurisdiction of that 
court, but it went on several times a week for the entire 8 months. 

One afternoon at university towards the end of the semester, I was leaving a lecture walking towards the car park, and I heard 
that a girl sitting on the grass near the cafeteria was Julia. I was not convinced and so just kept walking, but I must admit that for 
a brief moment it looked like the actual Ms Julia Davis that I had met perhaps five times between 1989 and 1991. Many years 
later (2014) in an entirely different plot involving Freemasons, I wrote down a set of approximately 21 rules that I was told 
governed the conduct of Freemasons, and one of the rules was that "Each Freemason must see their victim in person at least 
once". 

Arguably, one of the main things occurring as a result of these demands (known as command hallucinations, something the 
medical practitioners warn you about) and the interrogations, and the torture, was that the voices could see everything I was 
doing. They would demand that I sit in the chair and face the wall, and they would give me physical pain until I did, but they 
knew when I did! They would tell me to do guitar practice and they could see when I was doing it. This is probably unsurprising 
because they are hallucinations, but that fact was in direct contradiction to all the collateral facts, such as "The Supreme Court 
Of America", and Ms Julia Davis, and marriage and so on. I did not even think I was delusional, though at this early stage of my 
illness, I had not read any articles or been exposed to any self-help material to make me realise that delusions are an integral 
part of hallucinating, psychosis and schizophrenia. I could not effectively argue about the cochlear implants or the possibility of 
technology to facilitate this type of communication, because I had never heard of it before. Everything was routed in the 
foundation that these were humans conducting themselves in the way that they were, and that was it. 

These days I am not of the opinion that there is much of a likelihood or plausibility that humans are involved, but I do remember 
this event. Curiously, today (13/7/17 1942 hours) my AVFI's after watching me masturbate for nearly 10 hours (yes, it's true but 
unbelievable, and I will present the details et seq) have been concluding a scenario that once again implicates humans in my 
hallucinations. But this particular scenario involves the Police and a parliamentarian, and my AVFI's tell me that they are very 
close (tomorrow) going to come to my unit in Sydney, extradite me to Perth, charge me with an unstated number of counts of 
murder, before they interview me in person, rather than the usual AVFI interrogations that they have been conducting. 

Since December 1992, there was a slow modulation in the number of individuals (voices) present at any one time, their names, 
their motives and reasons for being there in the first place, their behaviour, and of course the plot. Insofar as what I hear (which 
I regard as a form of evidence), one thing that has never changed is the goal of the voices, which is to get me to commit suicide. 
Even in these really early days involving withheld moneys etc, I am certain that the real motive was to induce suicide. In 



retrospect, the important aspect of location was / is the opportunity to use it for reality checking. I was occasionally told where 
my abductors were. This information was useless to me because I could never catch or confront them because they knew in 
advance I was coming. It was also repeatedly mentioned that Julia was living in the house next door. I always thought that this 
was nonsense, because surely they wouldn't be so brazen as to conduct torture using technology and run the risk of being seen 
as the next door neighbour, so I never went next door to check or took any other measures to validate this claim. 


1993 


In the 'conversations' and dialogue that were taking place in my head (AVHs, or the term is use: telepathy), most of the content 
was directed to me, because in order to compel me into committing suicide ad Ron and Julia demand, it was first necessary as a 
precedent to destroy any happiness or good feelings that I might have had, obviously. SO Ron and Julia who continued to be in 
charge and directing the activities of everybody else, had instructed all the subordinates to criticise, insult, condemn and 
generally upset me into an inconsolable state of misery and despair. But I would sometimes 'overhear' intentionally or 
otherwise some of the communication between the individuals who were actively assaulting me, and it was curious. 

For example, they would be talking about people arriving from another "planet", and they kept referring to travelling to another 
"planet". They would also mention the expected arrival date of a "fact finding mission, from another planet", or meeting with 
some of the members of a "delegation from a chapter on another planet". On several of occasions I even heard them explicitly 
call themselves and their organisation under Ron and Julia as "a loose coalition of Evil". 

Another particularly strange phrase that often featured in their dialogue with significant foreboding was "epiphenous 
moments". It was usually in context of something that Ghosts had to guard against, and avoid at all costs. It took me a couple of 
years to arrive at an understanding that an "epiphenous moment" was the terrible sinking feelings that resulted from me saying 
something that unambiguously exposed them as outright liars, or that irrefutably identified the true meaning of some of these 
"code words" (as they later described them). The best example of an "epiphenous moment" I can recall was when one of them 
accidentally said something about California and something about a "planet" that led me to say "so by a planet you actually 
mean another country?" that got a response something like "now that's an epiphenous moment if I ever heard one. Look what's 
it's done to her". In other words, an "epiphenous moment" was an unavoidable feeling of dread that happened to them if I 
happened to expose the true meaning of one of their "code words", or something incriminating of themselves that 
demonstrated they were liars and or humans. It was especially relevant to accidental revelations that 'proved' they were 
humans. 

Another interesting thing that I heard is that the Ghosts have 2 quests that they pursue 


The two quests: 1) where do Ghosts come from 2) what is the fastest thought you can have 


In early 1993 she made an announcement. "Scott, I have managed to get the sale of your first single up to no. 3 on the charts. 
But you cannot have any further information about this, and you cannot have any of the proceeds (money) unless you give up 
(cigarette) smoking right this second, and not a minute longer". Naturally I tried to get details about this, so I would ask "How 
did you get the master tape to press CD's from?" and "What song have you pressed?", and the answer was always "I'm not 
telling you" to which I would invariably say "Well go fuck yourself then". I guess the thing is that underlying psychosis makes the 
impossible believable. So I ask the following question seriously - what would you say if you heard that your product had been 
stolen and sold overseas? I did not believe it enough to bother going to a library and checking the newspapers. But in the face of 
consistent claims, you end up prolonging the bullshit or endlessly saying "Oh shut the fuck up will ya, and get real!". 

She claimed that she had broken into the house I was sharing and taken a copy of my music (can't recall now whether that was a 
master tape she claimed to have taken and returned or a mixed down version?) and pressed thousands of CD's that had sold 
very well overseas. Once again, as a result of being forced in 1996 to throw out the notes describing mostly phenomenological 
features of my schizophrenia, I can't recall now whether "overseas" meant the UK, the USA, and Europe, or one or all of them. 




It doesn't really matter though because within about a week, the single (precisely which song I can't remember either) that she 
had distributed and marketed was apparently high in the charts in all the locations mentioned. Now I understand that this 
sounds preposterous, but the nature of psychosis is that one's judgement is impaired in such a way that when combined with 
AVH's, it seems real. Absolutely real. 

I developed a very distinct impression that she expected some sort of gratitude, or at least thanks for this. It was obvious from 
my perspective that I would not even provide acknowledgement of restrained silence, and really my primary affective response 
was pretty much hatred, acrimony and resent, for many reasons, including the fact that this had been done without consent or 
consultation. 

And this very negative attitude that I feel I successfully in check was exacerbated by a situation that accurately described the 
discord I felt towards her. I was very ironically amused about the whole recording deal, Porsche thing. She would have and did 
state that "the end justifies the means" (she always spoke mostly in cliches) with respect to withholding all material artefacts 
derived in the first instance from my 'works', noticing that this statement fails to explain what "ends" was sought. But for me, 
the whole thing was a pile of completely worthless utter shit and crap, because the only thing I was ever striving to achieve, and 
all I wanted, was an opportunity. She completely misunderstood my driving goal and aim, and thought instead that the goodies 
she had acquired had any value to me, except perhaps the publishing contract (depending on its terms). 

Soon, as the situation continued to mature and evolve, she said the single off the EP (what EP?) had gone to number one in 
some countries. Very good indeed; I'm sure! But on the night she was supposed to be coming to my share house to see me and 
hand over (some of) the (any) money and the deals, she flippantly said she changed her mind. This she blamed on me, and was 
once again attributable to the fact that I was a cigarette smoker, and as I said, she decided that I could not have access to (any 
of) the money until I quit. It is ironic to me that the last time I had seen this woman a year earlier, she was still a cigarette 
smoker herself. I must also unfortunately declare that I was also an amphetamine user (the frequency of which I am not willing 
to disclose), but I do not recall her saying anything that indicated they were a problem also. To the contrary, I clearly recall her 
organising an amphetamines supply through my usual dealer, that would be verified by a phone call I would make. She would 
tell me when it was OK to use, and I would go and pick them up then use them. 

By July 1993, Julia said I had now earned more than 2 million dollars from music sales, but I still could not access the money or 
see her until I quit smoking. This whole fucking scenario was having a grievous and distressing impact on me. The cochlear 
implants, the sitting obediently in the desk chair facing the wall defending paedophilia charges, the demands and instructions to 
practice or clean, in addition to this bullshit nonsense of withholding stuff until I quit smoking. I could not stand it anymore, so I 
got on my bike and rode to my grand-mothers house where my mother was and demanded that they tell me where Julia was. 
Their reply was "Julia who Scott? We don't know anyone called Julia? What are you talking about?" I was furious now, so I 
angrily said "Is she out the back there near the fence? Quit fucking round and tell me where she is". Again they said they didn't 
know anyone by that name. Very soon after my mum said that we had better get some help, and I was admitted to Heathcote 
Psychiatric Hospital after meeting with Dr Simon Green who I do not recall pronouncing my diagnosis, and he admitted me as 
an inpatient, and given prescribed Lithium. I assume that they had given me a diagnosis of bipolar disorder, that was why they 
were treating me with Lithium. 

There were many more incidents that I found very distressing and extremely challenging. Julia liked to describe them as "unfair", 
as she repeatedly emphasises to this very day. It is one of the key points about this saga for her, namely how my treatment is 
very unfair. These incidents and critical hostile remarks were so distressing and upsetting for me that I ended up smoking much 
more than usual, with explicit mindset of getting lung cancer and a terminal diagnosis, to me, legal euthanasia. This may seem a 
rather stupid and unlikely approach to suicide, but the point is that my desperation was becoming unmanageable and suicide 
was becoming increasingly appealing and it seemed imperative. 

For example. One lunchtime I went to the toilet to do number 2's. As usual, not necessarily Julia, but one or two of the voices 
would start commenting and discussing the appearance of the paper, and what was left on the paper, immediately after I had 
removed it from my asshole, on the way down into the bowl. On this particular occasion, Julia or someone else started saying 
that they could see some blood on the paper where the faeces was smeared . Not only was I extremely humiliated (and am 
having to describe the details of this incident) and distressed about the discussion that seemed to personally criticise me for 
getting faeces residual on the used paper. More importantly, my grand-father had a colostomy to treat bowel cancer, so I was 
very distressed and anxious about the truthful possibility of what was being said. 


After I had finished going to the toilet, the discussion did not end once I shut the door behind me. My voices continued to say 
things like "Ooh Scott, I'm pretty sure that was blood on the tissue, so we are thinking that you have got bowel cancer" or 
"Scott, did you see that blood? I think you going to have to have your bowel removed, don't you think so?". This disgusting 
discussion continued for about half an hour, until Julia announced that she had booked me into South Perth Hospital for a 
colostomy, and that I had to immediately walk down to the hospital where they would admit me. 

By now I was in tears, crying out of a combination of worry and distress. So I went to my room and grabbed my copy of "Chaos 
Theory" by James Gleik, and proceeded still crying to walk the couple of kilometres to the hospital. Once arrived, I walked 
straight up to the desk and said "My name is Scott Stewart, and I have come to have my bowel removed". The lady at the 
counter looked down at her desk, shuffled around a bit, and said "no Mr Stewart. We definitely do not have a booking for you 
here. Are you sure you have the correct hospital?" I don't now recall if I responded, but I do recall just starting crying again and 
turning around and walking home. 


CHAPTER 4 


1994 was another year full time at university for me, but it was conspicuous for the following reason. When Julia arrived at the 
beginning of 1992, she sort of boasted occasionally that she was doing "3 people at once", expecting feedback of praise I 
assume. The significance of this did not immediately register with me, but after a while I realised that I suspected she was doing 
the same style torture and contempt to two other people in addition to me. I only realised this when I was thinking about the 
lack of understandable motive and pay off for the pain and suffering that was being dispensed to me. I questioned one of the 
voices about this (specifically: "why the fuck are you doing this to me? Will you please, please stop?") and I got an answer back 
that they were getting paid to do this to me. I was even more surprised to receive a second answer, that was "A$75,000 per 
annum". 

These two answers were very unusual because the voices most usually complied with a strict "no answering questions" policy, 
so to discover that a salary was involved was unexpected, and it accounted for the relentless, sadistic and detached attitude that 
was behind each assault. The other way that this answer made sense was that I had previously heard these voices say they were 
doing "shifts", 3 per day in fact. Decades later I found quite a few statements on the mental health forums from other 
schizophrenics confirming that their voices did "shifts" also, usually 4 or 6 hours long. 

It was at this time too that I had one of the most noteworthy and important events in my own mental health story. I had been 
hated and insulted now for more than 2 years, and life was not getting any better. When I say hated, I mean something less 
conventional, because all the assaults on me, to this very day, exhibit characteristics of considerable planning and experience. 

It's not raw emotional "You're a dead-shit Scott" hatred, but "Scott, Ron is grooming you for a catastrophe Scott, and do you 
know what that catastrophe is going to be Scott? Well Scott, he's going to drop you out of University" hatred, that is much less 
personal, more damaging, and seems practised or experienced. It's a bit like comparing a bar room brawl with the SS Nazi's and 
their hatred of the Jews. I frequently describe my circumstances, particularly my treatment as being similar to Auschwitz. 

Another interesting incident that challenged and continues to challenge my understanding of the origin of the voices and 
whether it is the impossible (life-forms) occurred in the bedroom of my mum and Dads house where I was living after being 
leveraged by my previous co-habitant. I can't recall the exposition exactly to this interchange, but I was standing in front of my 
desk, arguing with the cool calm and controlled contempt and hatred of the current shift or voices, when something arose 
regarding the reason I was being held hostage and tortured by these hallucinations. 

The argument was mostly taking place between me and a voice who stated his name was Ron Thiessen, which happened to be 
the name of the guy who owned the house I shared due to a song writing collaboration that should not have taken place in the 
first 5 months of 1991. Ron explained in a ruthless and "seasoned" (warrior) manner that I was being tortured towards death by 
shifts of paid workers (there was always 6 people with me at any one time) was due to social Darwinism. Ron explained to me 
that I was an inferior person because I could not keep up with the pack, and the pack could not afford to accommodate me and 
help me out. This was partly due to my occasional use of narcotics, but mostly due natural inferiority and my inability and failure 
to be as accomplished as any of the 6 invisible paid torturers that were trained and assigned to enforcing me to commit suicide 
(which incidentally is now a crime in the Commonwealth Of Australia. 

Ron (I believe it was Ron because I validated partially by checking with him about Steve Arnott) explained to me in a concise and 
understandable way that the prevailing situation (me being a victim slated for suicide, being picked on telepathically by 




organised large numbers of people) was in fact Social Darwinism. He said I was being forced to commit suicide because I was 
"not able to keep up with the pack", and because I failed to exhibit sufficiently "strong characteristics"at the correct time. My 
analysis of this argument is based around the measurement of "strong characteristics". Just what are "strong characteristics". 

Are they observable, how is the degree of strength measured, in what units, and who undertakes the assessment, is it by the 
conspirators and colluders pitted against m? Furthermore, was there supposed to be any indication of when the measurements 
were taking place? Implicit in his statement that failed to address these questions, was the assertion that if I was stronger, I may 
have been driven by a different fate. And case in point was my occasional interaction with narcotics. This behaviour he explained 
was like holding up my hand as a volunteer for torture from Freemasonry (as it became named since 2001), and that they (The 
Freemasons) could not accommodate such displays of weakness; hence the master / victim situation. 

I would have called what they were doing to me as bullying, leading to assisted suicide. 

Destructive interference 

I took exception to this in a most forthright way. I stated unequivocally that this was a misinterpretation and misunderstanding 
of Social Darwinism. I stated forcibly that in my opinion. Social Darwinism was about altruism and the ability to work co¬ 
operatively, and it had nothing to do with individuals falling behind "the pack". I was so certain of the truth of what I was saying I 
shouted him down. At the time the fact that the style of their behaviour was plain old bullying did not occur to me. It did not 
occur to me until one day I saw a documentary about a young English boy who was getting bullied at school, and hios Facebook 
page was getting trolled. This poor young man who was only about 9 years old, got so extremely upset and distressed that he 
went behind the garden shed at the rear of where he lived, and committed suicide. Just what Ron and Julia wanted (and still 
want) me to do. 

Shortly after, (about ten minutes later, he said he was head of "The Australian Workers Union". In order to deduce some 
evidence of identity, my immediate response was to say that Steve Arnott was a failed industrialist. This immediately got him 
irate. But then I said that he was "full of shit" because there was no such organisation as the Australian Workers Union. Once 
again I shouted him down. Ironically, about 23 years later I saw on TV that there is, and has been for a long time, an Australian 
Workers Union, so I apologised. 

I had another disagreement with this so called Ron Thiessen (I tell my AVHs that they should not use the names of Humans, 
because it leads to confusion, but they always ignore me) that was prominent at this time. It centered around a dispute between 
us over paid or unpaid rent monies due or not due for the period that I cohabitated with him. I have to note here and what 
troubles me immensely is the propensity to be able to have dispute about money with an hallucination. Why and how can an 
auditory verbal hallucination say that I failed to pay money owed, when I know for certain this this is not correct. This inaccurate 
statement is also not the result of sub-vocalisation or and does not seem to stem some random neurological process. 

I refer back to the last half of Chapter 1 where the potential origins and aetiology of AVHs are discussed, but in my heart I 
remain unconvinced of the hypothesised localised origins of AVH's. I also understand and acknowledge the irrefutable evidenced 
based explanations to account for the experience of AVHs. This is the main reason I am writing this book. I have an emotional 
rejection of how I can possibly have a dispute about rent money with an AVH. This disagreement implies some reasoning, or 
human qualities, such as being careful with money, and it primafade suggests to me a motive underpinning this. 


1993 


I had been living in South Perth with some friends since 1992. In 1993 the situation of 'forcing' me to sit on a desk chair facing 
the wall while I was interrogated by "The Supreme Court Of The United States Of America" continued, though less frequently, 
but it also led to other things. On day early in the year, I was told I had to go out to the front yard and rake up all the leaves and 
dead grass that was on the lawn, and I had to use my fingers as the rake. 

I was psychotic at the time because I could not remain compliant with the Type 1 anti-psychotic medication I had been 
prescribed. It was called "Stelazine" and it contains trifluoperazine hydrochloride as the active ingredient. The side effects 
included drowsiness, dizziness, tremulousness, extrapyramidal symptoms, parkinsonism, acute dystonia/dyskinesia, facial 
grimacing, opisthotonos, hyperreflexia, tardive dyskinesia/tardive dyskinesia of the facial muscles, involuntary movement of the 
extremities, neuroleptic malignant syndrome, altered consciousness, autonomic instability, grand/petite mal convulsions, 
altered cerebrospinal fluid proteins, cerebral edema, headache, akathisia (with motor restlessness and difficulty sitting still. Of 
all of these, the akathisia was unbearable. I found out many years later that the psychiatric staff who work on the mental wards 
call a strange gait that results from these anti-psychotics "the Stellazine shuffle". 




Anyhow, because I was non-compliant with my medication, I thought I had to follow the commands of my hallucinations. 


So in accord with the command hallucinations, I compliantly and obediently proceeded to the front yard and began raking the 
lawn, and sweeping the gravel driveway clean, both with my bare hands. After a couple of hours work, the job was done, and my 
fingers were bleeding. But I was ordered to go back inside and prepare for a family dinner meeting later that evening. I was so 
distraught by my awful treatment and having to rake the lawn that I could not talk to anyone at the dinner. I just sat and was 
noticeably miserable for the evening. 

The following day, one of my cohabitants said he could no longer live with me because of my strange behaviour ('raking' the 
front lawn with my bare hands, 'sweeping' the gravel drives with my bare hands, sponging the mould off every wall and the 
ceiling in the bathroom). He said either I go, or he was going to. So I capitulated, and I had to move in with my elderly parents. I 
was 31 years old. My parent were in their 60's. This was the biggest catastrophe yet in my life. I never liked living with my 
parents, and doing so at such an old age was extremely humiliating. 

On one occasion, Julia commented on what looked like some blood on the toilet paper I had just wiped my ass with. I can assure 
you that having people look at and talk about what is on a piece of toilet paper that you have just used is extremely humiliating, 
upsetting, demeaning, stress inducing, and very degrading. Julia, Ron, and other voices did and do this to me all the time. And it 
has gotten only a bit easier to bear after 26 years. Anyway, she said that there was blood on the toilet paper, and that it was a 
sign of bowel cancer. I argued that if it was blood, it was a tin amount, and it was due to wiping too heard. But as usual the 
voices insisted and I eventually capitulated, believing that I was showing symptoms of bowel cancer. She said that had called for 
an ambulance to pick me up and take me to the hospital, and that I had to wait for this ambulance to arrive. So I created a large 
sign and attached it to the street light pole out the front of our house, and stood out there and waited for the ambulance. After 
2 and a half hours, the ambulance still had not arrived, and I realised that she had lied again. 

The thing that probably does not need to be drawn to your attention, evidenced by these descriptions of actual events, is that to 
the person who is hearing the voices, they are completely real. I do not have the qualifications to explain this medically, and I 
shall not here provide summaries of the research that explains it, but my point is that I was (*and still am) unable just to dismiss 
what I hear as "mere hallucinations". And this is not true just for me, all schizophrenics and psychotics suffer the same problem. 

I can explain it fully, but I shall just simply say at this point, that the reason they seem absolutely real, and are to be complied 
with, despite what the doctors tell you, is partly because there always seems to be a motive behind the AVH's. This 'purpose' or 
'intention' that I term "motive" always compels one to believe that the voices are real and belong to 'people'. There are other 
concomitant reasons that the voices compel actual behaviour, but the existence of a raison d'etre gives the voices 
persuasiveness that they wouldn't otherwise have. 

Throughout the last half of 1992, and throughout 1993, Julia said, but more usually effectively implied, that she has (and to this 
day, still is) some ability to control my body. For example, in February 1993 she stated that an erection I had at the time was a 
result of her power. This was partly convincing because I was simply sitting on my bed, doing nothing. There was no impetus or 
context for an erection. About 30 seconds after she said that it was her that gave me the erection, my leg started twitching, and 
she said that was because of her also. My leg twitched without pause for more than 5 minutes at least, until out of fury I 
grabbed a Stanley knife and said "if you don't stop, I'm going to cut myself". My leg did not stop twitching, and so and I put the 
Stanley blade as far as possible into my thigh muscle as I could, shouting "fucking well stop it, stop twitching my leg". 

The following is one of the most important points I will make in this 'true story', and is one of the primary reasons for writing 
this. My AVH's have a precise and amazing ability to get me (one) to believe that something that is happening, is a result of 
them, that they are the cause of whatever is happening. I am unable to concisely detail how they accomplish this, because they 
rarely say they caused something in a straightforward manner, but their whole 'game' is about being able to convince the victim 
that something that is occurring is because they made it occur. 

A simple and poignant example occurred once when my eyelid started twitching in 2006. They did not, and never say outright 
"we / I am making your eyelid twitch". When it started happening, Julia said "we did that to Nicole Kidman so much one day that 
she had to leave the set because she could not appear on camera her eyelid was twitching so much". Another comment was 
"why is your eyelid twitching Scott?". On the occasion I describe, after my eyelid had been twitching for 14 days, I decided to go 
to the doctor, who told me that sometime, for no specific reason, muscles can just take on spontaneous movements like thye 
beating of the heart muscle. Sometimes muscles just start responding to electrical impulses of the nerves in a rhythmical way 
that has no specific cause or reason. This explanation by the doctor was reasonable enough, but the nature of schizophrenia is 
that the voices seem more likely the cause than the explanation given by the doctor. I don't know if that might be partly because 



I left it 14 days before visiting the doctor. Perhaps a more timely explanation from the medic might have had more sway, but I 
ended up believing that it was more likely than not that the voices had caused the twitching. 

The other aspect of the AVH's that imply that a particular physical thing or affect is due to them, is because the AVH's specifically 
draw attention to the thing they claim they caused. For example, I might just be sitting on my lounge watching TV, and I will get 
a cramp in my big toe. As soon as it is underway, my AVH's say "what is causing that in your foot?", or "why is your foot doing 
that?". Immediately prior to this they may have been completely silent, or they may have been talking about something else, 
but as soon as it starts, they comment on it. 

Now to a sane person, this is so simple. You just ignore them, or remind yourself that they are just AVH's. But to a psychotic, or 
nearly psychotic person, that comment is poignant, un-prompted, non-random, and now unavoidably associated with the 
stimuli. And this is the big deal about psychosis and schizophrenia, and why more than 2.4 million people who live with it will 
attempt suicide, each year, and why 62,000 people succeed in suicide each and every year, and partly why the Australian 
Government spend 2.5 billion dollars each and every year on the condition called schizophrenia, because when you get a cramp, 
the AVH's can be very convincing that they caused it. And when a malevolent being gains even partial control of your anatomy, 
the only option is suicide. 


1994 


Something that needs to be stated regarding all of this is that after being abused, both verbally, and especially though 
compliance with command hallucinations, all of one's self confidence disappears. I have noticed this in other schizophrenics 
also. Schizophrenics quickly end up very timid and un-assertive (Unless they are responding to some specific hostile 
hallucinations). It is well known that it is impossible to maintain and a positive self-view or much self-esteem during and after 
such abuse. 

In the preceding 3 years I had been told quite a few times that the purpose of my abduction was to get me to commit suicide. It 
is difficult to explain and convey how insulting, degrading and humiliating it is to hear that and to be treated like that. Part of the 
maltreatment and discouragement resulting from insulting contemptuous remarks like "we want you to commit suicide" is 
attributable to the despair of realising that there is no way of escaping, avoiding or preventing this outcome. That is of course if 
you fail to be able to believe that these statements are not merely hallucinations. Another disgusting remark made was "this will 
be a 3 year mission for sure" referring to the forecast amount of time required for my AVHs to succeed in their goal of my 
suicide. 

I can tell you though that when you are treated with such indignity and enmity that has no justification other than it being a 
"mission", ones responses become less calculated and increasingly irrational. I think it is a bit like cutting, where a person feels 
that their life and suffering is so far beyond their control that they intentionally harm themselves in order to gain more control 
over their fate. After hearing these sort of remarks said with an attitude of complete indifference, even utter disregard without 
empathy, I would react in ways that were counterproductive against my own wellbeing. When hearing them state their 
intention to make me commit suicide, I ended up explicitly agreeing with them that I was a worthless liability who was a 
complete waste of time and space, that had fallen behind in evolutionary terms, and that I deserved to commit suicide. As they 
continued to say these things to me, my perverse response was to consolidate my intention to do as they wished. In fact I said "I 
agree with your decision to make me commit suicide, and I will try to help you get it done". 

The combination of having to live with my parents again, having to talk about some millions of dollars that I was not allowed to 
access because of cigarettes, watching MTV and being told that I would possibly be there soon as Julia 'let me out', having no 
girlfriend, and if I met one, having to take her back to my parent's house, all made me extremely sad and self-sympathetic. I do 
not usually engage in much self-sympathy, but in this case I was the only person who knew what was going on, and though I 
tried, I could not get anyone else to take it seriously, so I felt that suicide seemed preferable to enduring any more of this 
persecution. I thought I would hang myself, so I went out to find something to hang from, but then discovered that I could not 
tie the knot properly. So I went inside and grabbed a syringe, then back outside to the garden shed, looked around, grabbed any 
old container of fluid, and injected Rust Rid. It did not kill me. 

Immediately after I was in the kitchen and I was being told that some bikies were on their way to my house to torture me. The 
plan that I was being told about was; they were going to undress me down to my underpants, tie a rope around my waist, then 
tie the other end of the rope to a tow ball and drag me behind a car. Shortly after being told this, I saw 3 ghosts climbing over 




the back fence at the back of the garden, (I was told they were a guy called Howie, Ward Adamson, and Charles Tuck, each of 
which I knew) so I panicked and felt I had to die as quickly as possible. So I started looking round In horror for something I could 
do. I looked down under the kitchen sink and saw some containers, and then noticed some "Draino", so In a hurry I ran to my 
room, got a syringe, and filled It with Draino and Injected It. As soon as I had done this, I saw mental Images of Steven Oakley my 
friend and his girlfriend Tristan clinking glass flutes as they celebrated my suicide with champagne. I went to my bedroom and 
laid down on the bed to die. 


The champagne thing burned in my mind. I knew it wasn't really Steve and Tristan, and that it didn't necessarily or actually 
reflect their views. But I am of the strong opinion, to this day, that this mental imagery is done by the voices, because I don't see 
it very often, and when I do it is only ever (always) about something terrible that my AVH's have said or described. It is things 
like this champagne image that result in one of the primary symptoms of schizophrenia - social isolation. 

A combination of the occurrence of some satirical or hateful imagery, combined with criticism and disparaging remarks, 
unavoidably make you uncomfortable even around your best friends. And you cannot get away from this sort of vilification, and 
you cannot avoid it. You cannot even limit its prevalence or prominence. It is highly important in my story to note that the few 
vivid mental image scenes that I have experienced are life changing. It has a huge impact when you see such detailed mental 
images in your mind. As I stated earlier, I believe I have a condition known as "aphantasia", that is the inability to create or give 
rise vivid mental imagery. I say this because on the few occasions I have indeed had vivid mental imagery, it has always been 
associated with, seemingly resulting from the same source as AVH's, and they (these mental images) have always been 
catastrophic and very destructive to my wellbeing and health. And they upset permanently and irreversibly the thoughts and 
feelings you had about the subject. 


After laying on the bed to die, five minutes later I still was not dead. Then I realised that I might not die, but instead I might have 
my arms amputated if the poison worked in a restricted localised way. So I decided that I should do something, and went and 
woke up my parents and asked them for a lift to the emergency department because I had just attempted suicide. I don't know 
what things one might say to someone who has just declared an attempt at suicide, and my parents sure couldn't think of 
anything either. I hopped in the back of the car, my mum in the front passengers seat, my dad drove, and we travelled in silence. 


When we got to the emergency department, I just walked up to the counter and said, "I have just injected poison into each of 
my arms in a suicide attempt". Triage had a look, and I don't accurately recall the series of events that followed. All I really 
remember of the next 24 hours was lying in a bed in a corridor waiting for a place in a room. I had a full technicolor vision going 
on in my mind, and my eyes were shut as I tried to wish this whole saga away, but in this vision were Howie, Ward Adamson, 
and Charles Tuck, out the back of a house, with a keg of beer and boxes and boxes of KFC, and these three guys were drinking 
until they vomited over and over again. And when they did vomit, they were vomiting into an old bathtub they had out on the 
back lawn, and the intention was that they were going to come and get me, and put me into this bathtub with vomit in it. 

I had an operation on each arm around the injection sites. I acquired some large scars and a deep hole in my left arm where they 
had removed tissue to get rid of the poison. After about 7 months I fully recovered and had some beaut scars, but lost the main 
veins opposite my elbow on the inside of each arm. 

As I have said, since the beginning of hearing voices in 19911 kept notes about my experiences and what I heard. Most of the 
time they were narratives, and they helped me maintain awareness that I was indeed schizophrenic and that I was 'suffering' 
from hallucinations (AVH's). Strangely enough I was not actually "suffering" per se. My AVH's were centred around some 
supposed CD sales of songs that I had written or recorded. I was hearing about success, and money that had grown to exceed a 
million dollars. 

But it was simultaneously torture, because Julia said I could not have access to any of the money, any of the people, or anything 
else related to the success until I gave up cigarette smoking. And after making a statement to that effect, she would immediately 
follow with "I want you to commit suicide". Then I might be overcome with a sudden gloomy feeling, and she would say "You 
know that feeling is your own fault. And let me tell you that if you succumb to it, it will only make things worse for yourself". 

Such a statement to a person with my mental health seemed to indicate that the sudden gloomy feeling had come as the result 
of someone applying it to me. This seemed more understandable and accounted for its sudden nature much better than any 
other explanation I could come up with. And I obviously could not explain it as a doctor would because I don't have a doctor's 



knowledge. SO I ended up reinforcing a delusional belief because I didn't have the capacity to arrive at a more plausible 
explanation for my change in affect. 

With regards to the supposed music CD sales, I do realise that in reading this account of my AVH's it seems impossible not to 
reject out of hand these essentially totally implausible impossible statements, but my underlying psychotic condition prevented 
such rejection and in fact slightly biased me to the opposite, making me somewhat believing what I was hearing. Also, 
theoretically at least, it was possible that CD sales could be achieved if Julia had got hold of my studio master tapes. And the 
songs in question were not written but only performed by me, so the situation was not egotistical, the product was usually well 
received by people who heard it. My underlying psychotic condition prevented me from being able to ignore and reject what I 
was hearing that was so unlikely, and the propensity for delusional beliefs that come with schizophrenia turned the whole thing 
into a disaster for a normal regular life. 

Without the medication I was a victim to psychosis. But I just could not bear the side effects, and preferred to be psychotic than 
suffering with akathesia. There was another problem as well. I accidentally discovered that amphetamines defeated the terrible 
unbearable side effects of the anti-psychotic medication, so I could take my meds, as long as I took amphetamines shortly after. 
This I tried to maintain for a while, an obviously counter-productive decision and situation, but having an susceptibility to 
addiction meant that I was subject to such irrational decision making. It also need to be said that a euphoric stimulant is a very 
desirable counter to the depression of living as an adult with your parents, being criticised and insulted all day long, and general 
malaise. This is something that my acute mental health team and the NSW Police understand well. 

Now I was being told that I had to participate in "radio interviews" to support and increase CD sales. These "radio interviews" 
just consisted of me answering questions and responding to remarks and comments made by a different voice. My responses 
were out aloud, and it was all taking place in my bedroom. They would go on for an hour or two, then the voice of the DJ would 
stop, the questions would stop, I would be told it was over by Julia's voice again. These "radio interviews" were just the same as 
you see people doing on the streets of the CBD sometimes, when you notice a person with psychosis talking to no-one on a city 
street. 

The radio interviews gave rise to editing 


1995 


1995 was a comparatively quiet year. I was completing my second year studies at university, not hearing many AVH's, not loud 
AVH's, not frequent, and not too distracting. I was not very delusional, however I still held irrational beliefs about the AVH's and 
the origin and owners, but I managed to keep the strangeness and insanity that was at the base of my life in check. 

In first semester I had a market research assignment to complete, and I had the idea of doing a David Bowie tribute band. So I 
created a research effort to see if that would be a successful show if it were put on at popular venues. I ventured out into the 
weekend nights and proceeded to attempt to measure the potential audience size. I learnt some unfortunate lessons about 
market research from the failures and errors in the research findings, but nonetheless I had some numbers that I decided to take 
to a management agency to see if they would fund the show, enabling me to pay up front for the PA, costumes and other 
expenses. 

I looked up a management agency in the phone book, and made an appointment to go and see them. When I did, I took along 
my research findings, and they agreed to play a part in the limited number of shows of this tribute band. I got in touch with 
some musicians, and we began rehearsing. The real gist of this story from a mental health perspective is as follows. The 
management had managed to secure a retainer from the two venues that would host the show. Each night there would be a 
$2,500 retainer, and I would receive moneys that exceeded the 250 people at $10.00 per head cover charge. On the first night, 
we got exactly 250 people. On the second night, we got 252 people, so for 4 months effort, and after assuring the performers 
that this gig would pay well, I made a total of $10.00. I was distraught at having to tell the band, the back-up singers, and the 
road crew that they would get a single cent of payment for all their work. 

Now Julia remarked the following day that she had stopped people from attending, and that the dismal profit was expressly 
limited by her, done for her own reasons that she emphatically stated that she refused to say. Now this was too unbelievable 
even for me to regard seriously or as plausible, so whenever she said something to the effect that she had an impact on the 
audience size, I just replied "Yeh, sure thing. What a load of crap". But she did make this claim several times. 




At the time we were rehearsing for the show, due to the difficulty of the performance I had to do, I was motivated and wanting 
to give up smoking. But I could only ever go for a day or two, before some remark or event stemming from my AVH's would 
stress me out completely. Things like twitching leg muscles, undermining and eroding the credibility and enthusiasm shown by 
the band and the other performers, or statements like "We are going to get married Scotty, as soon as you get out of here", that 
intensely infuriated me because I hated the bitch. 

I remember that at this time, Julia kept saying that I had to pass the Michael Gadinsky test, which involved pretending that I was 
at a meeting with him and her somewhere, then he would put a line of speed or cocaine on the table, and I had to practice 
saying, "No thanks. Not for me. I don't do that sort of thing". Such is psychosis combined with delusions that going through such 
a bizarre role play mentally in fact took place. 

In the middle of the year, my mum died of pancreatic cancer. As soon as we were told that the diagnosis was terminal, my AVH's 
started telling me that I was going to get lung cancer very soon, as a result of smoking. They would say that they were looking 
forward to me dying, and they "couldn't care less about me". Then they would start repeating the same statements over and 
over again - "sucked in Scotty Stewart, you're going to die of lung cancer, sucked in Scotty Stewart, you're going to die of lung 
cancer, sucked in Scotty Stewart, you're going to die of lung cancer, sucked in Scotty Stewart, you're going to die of lung cancer" 
and they would repeat this for five to ten minutes. And they would say it with such conviction and animosity, to a degree that to 
this day I cannot emulate if I say the same things. 

I discovered how completely alien their attitude was to me when I created an audio simulation that I posted on YouTube. It was 
based on some of the transcripts that I had written (recorded), being of extracts of actual bits of dialogue that had taken place. 
When it came to me recording their statements, I could not explain to my voice actor how to say her lines, because I just do not 
and cannot relate to such a spiteful and poisonous attitude that gives rise to the inflections on the words spoken. Please refer to 
https://www. youtube.com/plavlist?list=PLb-UJ3Qxfv5o-3HQ5hSiWlEEVIpoXzA81 or 
https://www. youtube.com/watch?v=lABf0-p7ToM&list=PLb-UJ3Qxfv5rlMY218preBB5AFHvhPiBF 


1996 


I finished my undergraduate degree in July 1996. In June the head of the marketing department came around to my folks house 
with a camera and sound crew to interview me about the commission only sales job I had been doing for part time income. The 
day he came I had a terrible cold and a pimple on the end of my nose. I looked and felt shithouse, but could not postpone the 
interview that was to be used to inspire future sales students at Curtin Uni. 

In July, I was also amazed to receive a phone call from the head of the business faculty who informed me that I had won an 
award as best student, and would be receiving a $500 cash prize. I had been doing some additional part time work for a scientific 
apparatus company writing both a marketing and a business plan, that was intended for and was successful in achieving a very 
large federal government grant competitively against some impressive institutions such as BHP, and The University of Western 
Australia, and the University of Wollongong. I had also been selling advertising part time, and the two part time jobs had 
confirmed my realisation that Perth is a mining town, and Sydney would offer me better employment opportunities with a 
Commerce Degree. 

I had to go to Sydney in a hurry for a one off business consulting job that I had got, so I was going to go to Sydney for two weeks, 
then return and pack to go back to Sydney to live. I had recently met a girl named Sarah who was a dancer at the Cottesloe 
Hotel, and though I didn't know her very well I thought I would be friendly and let her borrow my car for the two weeks I would 
be in Sydney. But on the flight to Sydney my AVH's went berserk, both loud and intense, and they were saying that she was 
going to intentionally crash the car. I cannot know remember exactly how they said it, or exactly what they said, but it was 
imposing and terrifying. So as soon as I got off the plane I had to phone my father to ask him to retrieve the car and give Sarah 
my apologies. 

I got a full time job selling advertising for Shop-A-Docket in Subiaco. I was also a commission only advertising sales person for 
The Western Review newspaper. I used to make appointments to visit potential customers, and if I couldn't sell them on the sort 
of advertising, I would try to sell them the other. Often the voices were so bad that I had to cancel some of my appointments. If I 
took my meds (Stellazine) I definitely could NOT get to my appointments because the side effects were so debilitating. But after 
a coupOle of months my voices started undermining my employment situation. I was being told that two of my colleagues were 
going to quit because the business was going down, and I would be left working for a sinking company. 






Now normally such 'white-anting' you would just disregard and walk away from, but because they were AVH's, that was 
impossible. And even though I tried not to pay any attention, as the days and weeks passed, the continuation and insistence of 
these statements about my colleagues and the business were wearing me down. After a couple of months of hearing these 
things 10 or more times a day, I just couldn't tolerate it anymore. I couldn't talk to my colleagues about it because I didn't want 
them to know I was insane. Same for the boss. I encountered some 'technical difficulties' of not receiving my commission on a 
couple of sales I had made, that combined with this repeated undermining of my circumstances, to just stress me out to the 
max. I was beginning to fray. The work situation was like Ricky Gervais and "The Office". After a few months of constant and 
repeated poisoning by my AVH's I had to quit. 


1997 TO 1999 


In 1997 I had recently arrived to live in Sydney, and I was staying temporarily with my cousin in his house. Somewhere around 
this point in time, maybe earlier, Julia said she ran (operated) and lived in a motel she presumably owned, in Los Angeles. One 
day she provided a lengthy and detailed description of a bizarre and critically indicative stunt she claimed to have done. 

She said that in one of the entrance foyer rooms in her L.A motel she had built a shrine, dedicated to me. It featured posters, 
videos, testimonials, a shroud, backdrops and other memorabilia. She had told everyone that I had led a very unfortunate life, 
and due to drug and mental health issues, I had successfully committed suicide in 1995. She had been telling people of her 
sorrow at my plight and demise, and had been deceiving them into mistakenly believing that she was in sorrow at my fate. The 
way she described it was sickening, and so too was heating it from someone who ostensibly hates me sufficient to work toward 
forcing me to commit suicide. It was absolutely gut wrenchingly sickening. She stated that she had even had a remembrance 
service. 

Now that she had completed the funeral and the service held for me because, she had convinced everybody that I was dead. 
This meant that I could not now access any of the money revenues from CD sales or merchandise, or make a claim to receive 
possession of the recording or publishing contracts she claimed to be in possession of, holding them on my behalf. This grifting 
bullshit you can tell is the paradigm of her behaviour. Everything she ever says or describes is shortly thereafter contradicted, 
reeks of double standards and hypocrisy, and is eventually realised to be entirely utter lies, deceit and bullshit. 

After a couple of weeks enjoying my stay with my cousin and his partner in their lovely house, I had firm plans. I would use the 
cash I had saved to pay bond and get shared accommodation somewhere, and move out. 

Every Wednesday and Saturday I collected specific newspapers for the job ads. I can guarantee that each and every week I 
applied for at least 8 positions. I had just received my Marketing Degree, won an award to boot, and was ready to embark on a 
career in Marketing. Weeks passed by, and I was not getting any calls or arranging any interviews resulting from all my 
applications. I had knowledgeable people check my CV, I was applying sometimes for very junior and introductory roles, but I 
wasn't getting invited to any interviews. I did not want to go looking for share accommodation until I knew where I was going to 
be working. Nearly one full year passed and I eventually got invited to a recruitment company to talk about my options and 
opportunities. When I arrived they had me sit a test / exam that measured my writing and language skills, and the result put me 
in the top 10% of the nation. I got talking to this recruiter and told him my tale of woe. And his response was surprising. 

He said "I don't think you are likely to get a job as a marketer. The problem is that in that industry there are certain expectations 
that are aligned with age. It is usual for someone to graduate from University at around 25 years of age or less, and they would 
get a job as a junior marketer. Then by 30 years they would become and assistant marketer. Then by mid to late 30's they would 
become a line manager. Then when they are approaching mid 40 years old they would make it to brand manager, and into the 
50's for a department marketing manager." He went on to say "you are in your mid to late thirties and you have none of the 
prerequisite experience at the lower levels of marketing. You might keep applying for roles for years and never get an offer." 

Fortunately, Richard, my cousins partner, was a fully subscribed member of the very expensive Microsoft Developer Network 
and from this he received every disk of software that Microsoft put into the market for sale. In between looking for work a few 
days per week, I had generously been allowed to help myself to the MS software, and having done some programming at 
University before switching to A Marketing Degree, I had built up and extended my coding skills. I had taught myself to develop 
dynamic data driven websites using Microsoft's proprietary IDC/HTX language, and I also became handy with relational 
databases, and had acquired working knowledge of T-SQL (Transactional Structured Query Language). 

By chance one night I met someone at a party who worked for a software consultancy that The Commonwealth Bank 
outsourced some their software development to. After a follow up phone call, this nice guy organised for me to get an interview 




for a potential three month trial writing code for this company who primarily managed all development of the CommSec share 
trading site. After a brief interview I was offered a trial. 

This now gave me an opportunity to thank my cousin and his partner for a year's free board and generous welcoming 
hospitality, and I went and found share accommodation. 

I had a vast amount of knowledge to gain now that I was working in a field that I had not studied at a tertiary level. So every 
night at home I would practice my syntax and coding until I was too tired to go on. I decided to build a singles site as a vehicle to 
increase my skills. After a couple of months I had it completed, so I spoke to another guy I knew. I suggested to him that we 
could go into business as partners using this singles website. He agreed to pay for the domain name, the hosting and to 
undertake the administrators role. I agreed to continue to develop the site based on implementation of the marketing plan I had 
written, and I would continue to improve the code and the functionality of the site. The site immediately started going very well, 
and soon we were acquiring thousands of members each month. In 1998 we won an award as the 8*^ busiest website in 
Australia, presented by a company called bitwise. 

The voices were not causing very much trouble during this period. They regularly (two or three times per week) kept me awake 
until the very early hours of the morning with insults, humiliation and hostility, but my Sydney Singles website business and 
learning coding and development was a pleasant distraction. Unfortunately though this lack of sleep did take somewhat of a toll, 
and I was not invited to continue after my three month trial. But that was OK, because now I had some experience and a brand 
new field of employment where there were plenty of opportunities. In no time at all I had signed on as a contractor with 
another IT company, and found myself working for ANSTO (Australian Nuclear Science Technology Organisation), a division of 
the CSIRO (Commonwealth Scientific and Industrial Research Organisation) at Australia's nuclear reactor. This was another great 
job and I was fortunate to get it. 

It was at this time that my voice went husky. I was still smoking but only 1 or 2 cigarettes per day. As soon as my voice changed, I 
went to an ENT specialist and had an endoscopy of my larynx. Nothing could be found to be visibly wrong, so the cause of my 
husky voice remained a mystery. And true to the character of my voices, they started telling me that I was contracting throat 
cancer, and it was all my own fault, and "sucked in Scotty Stewart" 50 or 60 times consecutively. 

The voices were successful in telling me to download child porn, which I did. I looked at it too. I quite liked it too. 

Throughout this three year period , the voices were always there with me, but they were causing little trouble. If I suffered any 
slight mishap, they were Immediately, in fact instantly on my case, making it worse, criticising me, amplifying the bad results 
from the mishap, and capitalising as much as they could to make every opportunity as bad as it could be. But there were few 
mishaps, work was going well, unfortunately I was still occasionally using narcotics, but things were going rather smoothly, so 
the voices had few opportunities to cause me problems. 

By then end of 1999,1 heard from my AVH's that part of the problem I had encountered in 1997 attempting to get a marketing 
role may have been attributable to Julia. The Ghosts had told me on several occasions that while I was doing job applications, 
Julia was noting some of the businesses I was applying to, then telephoning them and stating that I was about to be convicted of 
paedophile offences, and they should as a result not employ or interview me. This is obviously absurd, and completely 
delusional, because Julia says she is a Ghost, and Ghosts cannot use the telephone. 

I believe that my AVH's were telling me about Julia's interference with my job applications to upset me, but this is me 
personifying AVHs again and implying that they have agency. I also ascribe motive to the disastrous result(s) of me hearing about 
these (spiteful, hateful, nosy, resentful, belligerent, or any other adjective that describes such an act) employment halting 
telephone calls, seeing them as malicious and engraining a delusion belief into my thinking. Such a delusion would be certain to 
attract derision and criticism in the 'real world' should I ever mention it to someone. 

Also obviously, for her to be able to accomplish this she must be able to see everything I am doing, to make considering this as 
possible. The ability of my AVH's to observe everything I do is foundational to my ideological person understanding of AVHs and 
their origins, but I do not for a second ever confuse myself by thinking that anyone other than another psychotic person could 
see this as plausible. 

This was very effective at upsetting me. I have not recovered from hearing it to this day. It galvanized a paranoid irrational fear 
that still haunts me, because as is predictable for a schizophrenic, I am still regularly looking for employment. So as I continue to 
make quite a few job applications each fortnight, I am stressed and upset that Julia continues to perpetrate this in order to 


prevent me from getting a job I can stay in. I still infrequently am told that she has been doing the same thing, and telephoning 
businesses who are going to receive a job application from me, and telling them not to employ me due to impending 
incarceration for being a paedophile. On the last occasion though (June / July 2017), congruent with the current story or plot 
that my voices unavoidably weave that is focused on my "impending court appearance" (see Chapter 14 sup), she has been 
telling potential employers that I am going to be incarcerated for homicide or paedophilia. 

First prescription of Olanzapine: 

Pharmacotherapy has its limitations, as it was shown that in a significant number of patients symptoms persist to a certain 
extent. It has been estimated that between 10% and 60% of patients who adhere to treatment continue to experience psychotic 
symptoms (Curson, Patel, Liddle, & Barnes, 1988). In hallucinations, evidence suggest that in 25 to 50% of cases, the symptoms 
are not managed fully, even in face of adequate levels of medication (Vercamme (2009)). 


2000 


I got lucky and got a job as an intranet developer at Microsoft, even though I did not have Microsoft accreditation as a web 
professional. On my first three days, I had non-stop high amplitude AVH's that were constantly and continuously stating that I 
was a paedophile. Additionally, I was shaking, and I was convinced that it was the voices that were causing my shakes. All in all, 
it was the worst intolerable first three days at a job I had ever had. 

This was not the first time I had been accused of such disgusting and inflammatory things. Earlier in the same year I was 
continually being accused of having sex with underage girls. And this was done in a very specific way. The voices didn't just say 
"you have been having sex with underage girls", they said this as an actual example "Scott, Peter Reith here. You had sex with a 
six year old girl, and an eight year old girl, and you had sex with two 12 year old girls, and you had sex with a fourteen year old 
girl." This manner of statement is exactly how they continuously and repeatedly were alleging despicable things, and in a 
vigorous manner too, making these exact such allegations in exactly this style. 

Each new voice was a new character who introduced themselves at the beginning of their comments, and they were saying 
these appalling things about me. For some reason I was going through a who's who of select individuals from both houses of the 
Australian parliament at this time) specifying first their name, then the ages and number of underage girls I was accused of 
having sex with. I thought that this was so serious I began writing down the name of who was accusing me, and the details of 
the number and ages of the supposedly involved underage girls. And after several days of recording this data onto paper, it was 
clearly absurd. Voice after voice, person after person, including Bronwyn Bishop, Peter Reith, Robert Ray, Kevin Rudd, John 
Floward and more, I don't recall them all. It was notable to me that some individuals were conspicuously absent from this role- 
call of politicians. 

It was at this time that extreme repetitions of outright insults began. Since I had been writing notes about the allegations of 
underage sex coming from the politician AVFI's, I began keeping a tally of how many times I heard that I was "the most hated 
person in the Universe" and "sucked in Scotty Stewart". It was obviously many hundreds, usually thousands of times a day. After 
a few weeks of obsessively keeping a tally of insults, I came to realise that I was hearing some of the insults in excess of 12,000 
times per day. The person (that is, AVFI) who did this to me the most said they were Ron Thiessen (again). This could not possibly 
be the guy I was writing songs with, so why use his name? I kept count (tally) how many times Julia's apparently ex-husband 
would repeat these things, and I was not only furious and very upset, I was really in terrible shape. SO I printed up an A4 page 
that said in large type "Please stop harassing me!", and I smeared it with blood. I put it into an envelope and delivered it into 
Ron's letterbox. 


2001 


In 20011 was seeking help for my ongoing addiction problems, as well as help for my symptoms of schizophrenia. I had a lucky 
break in 1998, when the first "type 2" anti-psychotic medication got released into the market. The Type 2's have a greatly 
reduced side effects profile, in addition to significantly enhanced efficacy. I was given a sample by my psychiatrist that I took and 
I was happy to discover no akathisia, or tremors, dribbling or other grossly visible side effects. 

I subsequently was afforded a prescription for this new drug, but unfortunately I failed to pay attention to the instructions I was 
given regarding their use. In fact I did not recall even being given any, but that is highly unlikely. I thought they were like 






headache tablets, so I used to take a few when my voices were bad. In fact they have to be taken very regularly in the prescribed 
dose each day. They take up to a few days to really work, and they benefit is derived from their regular use. 

I began seeing a psychiatrist at the Royal North Shore Hospital who I am told was a leader in the field of addiction. Dr J only ever 
prescribed regular attendance at NA or AA meetings. It was his opinion that only twelve steps programs delivered any durable 
results. I went to a few, but I could not participate fully because my schizophrenia prohibited my ability to share. This approach 
to managing and defeating addition was totally useless to me. I could adopt a few of the steps, but they were largely 
incompatible with my way of thinking. 

I decided to discuss this extremely difficult subject with my cousin Murray and his partner Richard. This was a very good 
decision. They were not only sympathetic and attentive, they were genuinely concerned and they provided some very 
constructive ideas and feedback. Talking candidly to the two of them made me feel less isolated, less defeated, and a bit lighter 
of heart. 

I had reached the stage with my substance abuse that others I have seen and read about reach. I had been using them over such 
an extended period of time, that abstaining led to considerable loss of function. I had got to the stage where I was needing them 
just to be able to get things done and think in an inspired way. I would direct you for further reading to a case study research 
that I participated in, that provided a full transcript regarding my dual diagnosis - schizophrenia and substance abuse. It is at 
http://hearingvoices.info/secondarv/lnterviewTranscriptPptM27062016.pdf 

As the year progressed I was constantly being accused of raping young and underage girls, thousands of times a day. Worse, 

Julia and other voices et al were repeatedly informing me a few times per day that they or someone else was breaking into my 
apartment while I was at work, and stealing my money, and tampering with my possessions. In particular, they were saying that 
they were de-spooling my legal pornographic video tapes, and re-spooling them with paedophile material videos. You can image 
how distraught and stressed to the maximum I was becoming. I was also hearing that they were planting paedophile images on 
my computers. It also meant that they could know all my Internet banking passwords and so on. 

Imagine if you discovered that people had access to your own house or unit, and you were hearing about them accessing your 
private and confidential computer files and documents. Then hearing that they were setting you up as a criminal paedophile. I 
couldn't stand it. Every time they said someone was accessing my unit, I could not just sit and do my work, I absolutely had to 
leave my desk at work, and go out to the car park, get in my car, and drive the ten or so kilometres home, in order to try and 
stop and catch whoever was inside my apartment. This happened every three to four days, a couple of times a day for a couple 
of weeks. I was beside myself with worry, fear, and stress. I felt like I was about to start shedding skin. 

And while this was going on, I still had to deal with normal work and life stress. One afternoon that I had off work, I was driving 
to visit a friend, and another motorist ran into the back of my car. Fortunately there was hardly any damage, he must have been 
going very slowly, but this stressed me out to the max, and this stress in addition to the debilitating stress of hostile and hateful 
AVHs who say the most destructive, embarrassing and appalling things as a way of getting me to commit suicide. Then if all of 
that wasn't enough, I received two speeding tickets from a one kilometre stretch of road, each of which included the loss of 
demerit points. 

One of the strange things about my schizophrenia is that I have brief periods (sessions) where I have vivid mental imagery in my 
'mind's eye' that is like watching a low resolution TV program. My auditory hallucinations, Ron, Julia, Peter et al call this 
phenomena "mind-cinema". Because of the manner in which my AVHs claim responsibility for this, I do not attribute these 
'viewing' capabilities to myself, nor do I attribute the content of these images to my own mind. I am told and believe that these 
are elaborate thought insertions. More interestingly, based on what I have heard since 1992, the characters who are causing my 
schizophrenia have this capability constantly in operation. That is how they observe me. Somehow they get a feed of the scene 
involving me, unless I assume they request that the scene and or perspective changes, in which case they seem to have that 
occur. Let me explain this with and example. 

Whatever I am doing gets criticised and commented upon. They say things like "what are you writing?" or "You have to go to 
bed now", or "When are you going for a run?" the latter indicating of course that they can see that I am not currently running, 
the former they can see what I was doing at the time. But at other times they tell me about what they have done to other 
people or what is going on for other people, such as (21^* January 2014) "Tristen is crying, and it's my fault. That's what I am 
like.", or (13 April 2014, 0951 about anonymous person) "she is dead", or (16th April 2015 1409 ) "Scott, they killed Howards 
daughter" or (9th May 2015 at 1356) "Pam is dead". These examples indicate that they are able to change their view of direction 
of their vision between one location and another. 



I believe that these images are a permutation of what doctors call "thought insertion". The doctors would most definitely tell me 
that these visions are the result of some anomalous process in my brain. I have to take a step back and explicitly remind myself 
that there are probably sound medical explanations to account for experiences like this. However, I unavoidably attribute them 
to be result the behaviour of the owners of my voices, because I didn't know I was capable of thinking things like this. I never 
believe I can see other people, and the term "mind-cinema" seems to be completely original, not something that I have thought 
up. 

In approximately August of 2001,1 recall I was laying on my bed trying to watch an episode of ABC Four Corners that was about 
corrupt Police, but Julia kept interrupting my attempts to concentrate on the TV by repeatedly making statements accusing me 
of being a paedophile. I always feel like an ignorant and rude, disrespectful person if I don't respond at least in some slight way 
to questions like "You are a paedophile aren't you Scott Stewart?", "Do you have paedophile pornographic video's in that 
room?". So this sort of harassment was going on for quite a while forcing my polite responses to become increasingly terse and 
abrupt, when suddenly this "mind-cinema" begins. I 'see' (am shown) a cartoon like image featuring who I guess is Julia, walking 
around a bar room type location with a laptop computer. I hear a commentary that this is Julia at the clubhouse of an outlaw 
motorcycle club, and she has doctored up some fake images that somehow incriminate me as a paedophile. So I say (think) can 
"can I see those images. They were done with Photoshop weren't they?". But I get no answer, and the vision ends. 

2''‘‘ August 2017 1426. Immediately after having written the above sentence, Julia says to me "Oh, you did not say that!". Now 
her allegation happens to be true, but her comment proves that she is watching me. And since that is irrefutable, one can only 
assume that it is what they call "mind-cinema", because I have never heard or do not kjnow of any other way they could be 
seeing what I am doing right now unless it was "mind-cinema" or they have put surveillance cameras in my unit. Many 
schizophrenics think this camera scenario is true at first (and there is abundant evidence of this on the mental health forums on 
line) and they go crazy trying to find where the cameras are hidden. But you realise after a few years and many checks, that that 
is not correct. In my case, they introduced this term "mind-cinema" and that satisfies me. 

Another one of the things I remember about 2001 was when on a Saturday afternoon I was watching a repeat of ABC Four 
Corners program. This particular episode was about the man who was the inspiration for the Hollywood movie Crocodile 
Dundee. I cannot remember the details of the program exactly, but here is what I remember. The journalist stated that this 
particular man had been using amphetamines whilst out in the bush, though I cannot recall what they said he was doing out in 
the bush. He apparently became psychotic, and had heard an hallucination that the Department of Family Services was going to 
take his children out of custody, and that this decision was the result of a Freemason conspiracy. He returned to his house, and I 
assume the children were not there (though as I said, I am not clear on the details of this story). 

He was so distressed by the belief that he was going to lose access to his children he went and got his gun seeking recourse. 
Somehow and for some reason he went to a friend's house and started shooting at him. His friend got in his car to escape, and 
the Crocodile Dundee guy shot at him in the car, hitting the man in the hand and shooting off two of his fingers. The man who 
had been shot, contacted the Police who set up a road block on the route out of town (Port Headland, WA). The Crocodile 
Dundee man got to the roadblock through the bush and took aim and shot at the Police and others at the roadblock. He hit one 
of the Police men who died. I recall that this particular Police man had only just gotten married a couple of weeks beforehand. A 
man standing next to the Police man also got shot. I do not recall how the journalist knew several things that seemed assumed 
in the report. But I do recall that the journalist stated that the Crocodile Dundee man believed that it was the result of 
Freemasonry, and he was being victimised by the Freemasons. 

There are a couple of intriguing riddles to this 4 Corners report though. 

360km from nearest house 

was after the world trade center 


TOWARD THE END OF 2002 




I was extremely psychotic. I had earned $83 million dollars but I was not allowed to access or receive any of it unless I wrote a 
detailed list to account for the expenditure of every single cent. I had got Lata pregnant, but she was going to have to kill the 
children (twins). 

I ended up bankrupt exactly what she said she would do to me. 


Finally, they make me take drugs 


2003 


2003 was a monumental year insofar as the voices and psychosis are concerned. It was a disaster for me, and probably but not 
definitely a successful year for my disease. One of the underlying problems of 2003 was the fact that I did not understand how 
my medication worked, and how important it was to my stability. Notwithstanding this, (even when properly medicated) I still 
maintain ideological views to account for my range of symptoms that are described in this book. 

There is a very substantial and significant fact that needs to have explicit attention here. A disclaimer will follow this important 
point. At no time and on no occasion have my AVHs ever boasted or retold the story of 2003. They have not ever mentioned it 
or the significant disasters / achievements of this year. They have never commented or reflected out loud upon it, and not really 
even mentioned it in passing. This may possibly be because the people (AVHs) that were in charge and perpetrating the saga of 
2003 only arrived in May, when the 'shift' changed bringing a complete and total change of staff (perpetrators), who brought 
with them new paradigms, approaches and plans, that at the end of the year were concluded and complete, and the staff 
packed up and left handing over to a new 'shift', and the previous 'shift' left never to return to me or my planned and contrived 
life. 

This disclaimer must be made regarding the above. It is obviously the result of delusional thinking. One would naturally conclude 
that it is entirely incorrect to postulate the above hypothesis, because it personifies hallucinations and once again attributes 
agency to non-material phenomena. But I cannot help but wonder about the lack of nostalgia shown by my AVHs about 2003. As 
you can tell from what I have written so far, I am unable to extract myself from the opinion that in fact my hallucinations do 
have agency, and their origin is external. 

So I would like to once again re-iterate one of the primary driving factors of this book, which is to demonstrate how the 
phenomenology of AVHs precipitate delusions due to erroneous conclusions about causality. The AVHs themselves are torture, 
something that I do not feel that I have yet adequately conveyed. But when they become subject to faulty attributions, it is so 
catastrophic that the subjects often turn to suicide, drugs, isolation, and unavoidable despair. 

In approximately May 2003,1 started seeing visions like animated GIF's in my mind's eye. These are the thought insertions that 
are a characteristic symptom of schizophrenia. Sousa and Swine (2013) provide some examples of other peoples thought 
insertions: "(Rl) Thoughts are put into my mind, iike 'Kiii God'. It is Just iike my mind working, but it isn't They are not my 
thoughts. They beiong to this guy, Chris. They are his thoughts. (Frith 1992, p. 66) (R2) I iook out the window and I think that the 
garden iooks nice and the grass iooks cooi, but the thoughts of Eamonn Andrews come into my mind. There are no other 
thoughts there, oniy his.... Fie treats my mind iike a screen and flashes thoughts onto it like you flash a picture. (Melior 1970, p. 
17)" 

Most of the explanations for thought insertion are in the field of philosophy. Here is an explanation by Martin J,R., Pacheri, E 
(2013): "We first argued that viewing the phenomenon of thought insertion in schizophrenia as merely reflecting a disruption of 
the sense of agency fails to adeguately capture its phenomenology. We proposed instead that thought insertion primarily 
involves a disruption of the sense of ownership and we defended the hypothesis that this disruption stems from a failure in the 
online integration of the contextual information related to a thought, in particular contextual information concerning the 
different causal factors that may be implicated in its production. We argued that this failure could be explained by deficits in 
post-attentive working-memory-based processes involved in the linkage of features across time. This failure would result in very 




chaotic subjective experiences of thinking characterized, iacking phenomenai causai coherence. Accordingiy some thoughts 
wouid be experienced as coming out of nowhere (i.e., as decontextuaiized thoughts) iacking even a minimaiiy cohesive 
phenomenoiogy. This wouid constitute the phenomenoiogicai basis of Tl (i.e., sense of non-ownership). We aiso argued that the 
episodic nature of thought insertion couid be expiained by the fact that disruptions of the working-memory-based information 
integration are not systematic in nature. Finaiiy we pointed out that the attribution of inserted thoughts to another agent is not 
systematic and proposed that it shouid be viewed as the resuit of an attempt to recontextuaiize these thoughts." 

Another diabolical new thing that began at the start of 2003 was something my voices called "ADAM SECANT". This I was told 
was a computer that automatically changed words in what I said to other people, so they did not hear what I had said. This 
feature of my hallucinations continues to this day, though their claims that it is being done by a computer type machine have 
stopped, and these days they won't say how or who is changing what I say as heard by other people. This causes great distress 
for me, but I believe that if this word / phrase swapping is actually occurring, then in the end it will be the people who are 
listening to me that are being disadvantaged. 

Here's an example of ADAM SECANT at work. I say something to the effect of "I live with eternal gratitude to the past and 
present federal and state politicians who through dedicated and diligent work improve the quality of life in their respective 
communities, and the nation" and I'm told what they (any other people listening) hear is something like "I hate past and present 
politicians who fuck up the community". So in the arena of hallucinations, people increasingly become more and more hostile 
towards me. Ordinarily that wouldn't be a problem because AVHs are extremely hostile and malevolent for a small number of 
people anyway. But my voices insist that they are humans, explaining why they have human names I guess, so the fact that they 
are not hearing what I actually said upsets them. This is unfortunate because it is unnecessary, and because it means they are 
being manipulated by someone else, and I can only guess who. 


A really terribly distressing and torturing fact that became apparent in May 2003 was something I call(ed) "Destructive 
Interference" (see included Quasi Statutory Act). Destructive interference a term I invented to describe the belief my voices had 
conjured to the effect that they were the cause of some of my physical ailments. When I coined this phrase, it was with the 
intention of having terminology for the anomalous physical stimuli I was becoming subject to, but a term that indicated the 
criminal nature of these stimuli if they were indeed the results of decisions made by the owners of my AVHs. 

The anomalous physical stimuli I was becoming subject to are conventionally known as tactile hallucinations - hallucinations of a 
somatosensory modality in the vocabulary of a psychiatrist. However, psychiatrists do not know the details of personal cognitive 
antecedents of simultaneous hallucinatory modalities. At the beginning of May I started experiencing tactile hallucinations. 
These were often accompanied by a description narrated by my AVHs not in plain words, but by way of subtle implication or 
analogy. For example, my tricep might start twitching, and just after it started I would hear "Is that annoying Scott? Who do you 
think is doing that to you?". Another example that I remember quite well was one day my eye-lid started twitching, and after it 
had been going on for 10 - 15 minutes I heard "You know I caused Nicole Kidmans eye-lid to twitch so much one day that she 
couldn't do the scene of the movie they were filming. I made her eye twitch for 10 days". AT the time, I did not even know who 
Nicole Kidman was, so I find this particular reference to an actor quite curious. Then 10-15 minutes later I would hear "Am I 
causing your eye to twitch like that Scott?" 

Section explaining why avhs are so upsetting 


It is extremely difficult to relate how upset I would become after hearing things like this. The reason it is extraordinarily difficult 
to convey is because it is the attitude behind the tone of the AVHs that make so infuriating. The negative emotional valence that 
overwhelms you stems from the tone and the inflection of the words in the AVH. There is an AVH simulation on YouTube that 
has had 5.5 million hits that captures the snide, spiteful, malevolent and sadistic character (attitude) of AVHs here: 
https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=0vvU-Aiwbok . In my first recorded attempts at simulated AVHs, I completely failed to 
imbue this callous, hateful, indifference. 

At around the same time (March 2003) that there seemed to be a deeper relationship between modalities of hallucinations than 
mere cognitive relevance, the situation compounded. Just as some hallucinations would begin, I would often become aware of a 
clear, full color drawing style mental visualisation of a 2 dimensional image showing words (verbs) being tapped by the end of a 
pen, that sometimes described the tactile hallucination I was beginning to experience. And at that same moment in time, my 




AVHs would then say something completely irrelevant, but they included brief inferred reference to the other hallucinating 
modality, such a question to the effect of can you feel that Scott?...." (exact question taken from one of my YouTube 
simulations https://www.youtube.com/edit?o=U&video id=lABfO-p7ToM ) 

When these simultaneous stimuli (the tactile and the mental imagery) occurred, I initially tried to rationalise them as being 
something like synaesthesia. Since the WWW had only just got underway, and Google didn't exist, I did not immediately search 
for a clinical understanding. So I was left without clinical context or research in attempting to understand these new mental 
images that were corresponding with my tactile hallucinations, and corresponding to parts of my AVHs. There are quite a few 
explanations in neurology and psychiatry that may accommodate the simultaneity of these hallucinations, and they are broadly 
grouped into Psychodynamics, Neurophysiologic hypotheses and Neurophysiologic hypotheses. Investigative work is 
accomplished through neuro-imaging studies including structural imaging and functional imaging, investigation of anatomical 
correlates, cognitive perceptual theories, perception and attention deficit modelling, and insights into metacognitive process. 

Tian and Poeppel (2012) identify that "Imagined speech production ("articulation imagery"), which induces the kinesthetic 
feeling of articulator movement and its auditory consequences, provides a new angle because of the concurrent involvement of 
motor and perceptual systems." But "modality-specific representations are top-down induced and how the action and 
perception systems interact in the context of mental imagery is not well understood." 

So I now had a term that adequately encompassed my difficult to dislodge belief that my physical and somatosensory anomalies 
had an origin concentric with the origin of the voices. This is not an unusual conclusion as Vercammen 2009 points out "o rich 
literature bears evidence of the phenomenological heterogeneity of hallucinations. They can occur in all sensory modalities, and 
thus be of an olfactory, visual, auditory, tactile or gustatory nature. Furthermore, multimodal hallucinations have been described, 
where the hallucination is simultaneously expressed in different senses. Although auditory hallucinations are considered to be 
most prevalent, especially in psychotic disorders, evidence suggests that hallucinations in the other modalities may be 
underreported in the literature (Aleman & Laroi, 2008)." 

Berger and Ehrsson (2014) state "Imagining something in one's mind and perceiving something in the external world are 
phenomenologically similar experiences, and there is mounting evidence that these two experiences are represented similarly in 
the brain ... We found that simultaneous visual mental imagery and auditory stimulation led to an illusory translocation of 
auditory stimuli and was associated with increased activity in the left superior temporal sulcus (L. STS), a key site for the 
integration of real audiovisual stimuli" and "Recent evidence favoring this possibility arises from a series of behavioral 
experiments demonstrating that mental imagery can induce multisensory perceptual illusions (Berger and Ehrsson, 2013)" 

All I can say again, is that there is little doubt in my mind, even today, that these three sets of temporally inter-related 
hallucinations were, and are, inter-related in a fashion that features the qualities of cognition and orderly preconception. 

"To this day, the very nature of the inherently elusive and subjective phenomenon complicates an encompassing description or 
definition, as hallucinations may take on many different forms, may occur in all sensory modalities, and may or may not be 
linked to mental or physical illness" (Vercammen 2009) 

Conveying the facts and perceptual events that lead me unavoidably to this conclusion is the theme of this book. Can I start by 
stating that subtle features in self-awareness, perception and judgement allow me, and sometimes others, to be able to elicit 
increasingly accurate judgement about the onset of psychosis. This was not timely in the very early days of my diagnosis, but by 
1996 I could readily detect the early signs of the onset of a psychotic state. These-days, I have had my judgement adjudicated 
upon by qualified expert professionals many times now, and I am very good at detecting irregularities. 

It is perhaps in part the absence of these irregularities with regards to perception and judgement that form the foundation of 
the argument of this book. Again I request you to just temporarily set aside isolated and cold null hypothesis scientific reasoning, 
in preference to utter agreement that out of context, there are things in this world that we just cannot know now, just as when 
we could not know that the Earth was not flat. If you suspend your scepticism temporarily, it should be possible to read and 
adopt the story of events disclosed in this book as prima facie evidence, that normally and usually requires a variety of 
hypotheses to explain it. Perhaps the best guide to identifying an accurate understanding medical hypotheses is when an 
intervention is very successful at eradicating the symptoms, and this has not happened (30% at best) for these symptoms. 


then you have the teleological perspective 




Another strange facet of the plot of my hallucinations began in March (2003) immediately after moving into the unit in Epping I 
owned (the bank owned). Each day immediately after I woke up and got out of bed, my AVHs would start talking about the 
interpretation of particular independent environmental elements that would "set the theme for the day". Elements such as 

TO BE COMPLETED 

But for 2003, by far the most important, critical and very surprising feature was that I started having visual hallucinations, at 
least that is what an experienced mental health clinician would call them. I call them "Beings" or "Ethereal Beings" as a 
designated exonym. My voices call them Ghosts, but my call everything Ghosts, including themselves.If I can find some more 
friends (schizophrenia results in social isolation, it is a symptom of the condition), my hope is that I will experience seeing them 
again while I am in the company of another person, and I can not only verify their noumenal existence, but we might agree on a 
name for them. 

They first started appearing to me when I was sitting on my lounge, looking out the sliding glass doors across the front lawn, and 
the vista beyond. I cannot now exactly recall how they came to my attention in the first instance, whether a AVH pointed them 
out or whether I just noticed them arrive. Whenever they arrived, they arrived from a north-westerly trajectory, appearing to 
have come through the wall to my bedroom from an elevated position, then they would sort of materialise just in front of the 
wall, rather like Start Trek teleporting, but arriving not stationary but on walking legs (that is, they would hit the ground 
walking). Once they had contact with the floor, they were a meter and a half in front of me, and they would just stand there 
looking at me. They were about 2 meters tall, and appeared as a hazey, smokey translucent color, heat haze, l-2cm outline. 

What really got my attention, was that they arrived at exactly the same time every day, from exactly the same direction, and 
from the exact same trajectory. My surprise was compounded by the fact that on the third successive day they arrived (at the 
same time), I experienced an hallucination voice that said "that is German punctuality for you." So I said in response "I don't 
think in stereotypes, what makes you think that Germans, or Deutschlanders, are any more punctual than anyone else?", to wit I 
heard "Don't be stupid, the precision of German punctuality is common knowledge." So they appeared same time, same 
direction each day for about 3 days, and they would stand and look at me, and I would sit and look at them, sometimes making 
some friendly light hearted chit chat, such as "How's the weather been where you're from?", or "You're quite tall compared to 
me aren't you, especially since I am sitting down", and I would always get some nice reply, like "yes, beautiful weather" or "yes, 
you are sitting down". 

These encounters led to very considerable happiness I felt in my heart and throughout my whole body, because I felt and 
thought that I had by chance had the opportunity to meet other unconventional, language capable, autonomous and volitional 
life, but not as we know it. And I still think so. But I was sceptical. So I did two things. I went next door to the library and got a 
book of world time zones, and noted the time at various places on Earth that corresponded to 11am, the time they always 
appeared at. I guess this indicates that I did not immediately think they were from outer space, like I do now. It also is in 
response to the unsolicited remark I heard about punctuality. I was not able to draw any conclusions based on time zones about 
these Beings (I shall call them people from now on). 

My second response was to get a notebook and pen, and to start noting down details that I perceived with respect to their 
presence. So I started writing down things like "seem to be comprised of convection, heat haze color, no Australian accent, 
approximately 2 meters tall, very affable and pleasant to talk to, vertical biped(s), no signs of clothing - but no genitalia evident, 
arrive at 11am each day from the north-west, always more than one..." and so on. From this I extracted the details that leant 
themselves to further consideration, such as "made of heat haze, a very light smokey gray color". Then I started writing down 
symbolic factorisations as pseudo (elements of) equations, based on what I remembered from physics. What I ended up with 
was a diagram of the constituents of the properties these Beings seemed to be comprised of. Here is an example: 
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The purpose of all this pseudo-scientific investigation, factorisation and analysis was that I wanted to attempt to make the most 
reliable determination possible on whether the things (people) I was 'seeing' were noumenal entities or were they in fact 
hallucinations? I used this symbolic investigative process to try to deduce whether it was practical and possible for creatures 
constituted of the elements in the equations to avoid the effects of gravity, or be within visible wavelengths and so on. It was a 
way of just sorting out ideas that would enable me to exclude from possibility explanations that could not exist in the normal 
physical world. 

There is a lot I could describe about my attempts to think in a rigorous and more formal syllogistic manner, whether what I was 
seeing was at all possible in the world governed by the familiar laws of physics. I will not go into detail, but here is an example. 
The Beings I saw seemed to descend from a point of somewhat higher elevation before landing on their feet on the floor nearby. 
They seemed to be comprised of convection (heat haze). Therefore, for something constituted of what seemed to be 
convection, having a defined outer region of high pressure (heat gaze), and an undefined interior, would it be possible for such 
an entity to descend to the ground, or would normal physics dictate that such a region (high pressure bound by convection) 
could only ever ascend? 

Approximately 6 days after these convection gray 2 meter lean looking people started appearing from slightly elevated north¬ 
west, late in the night I encountered some other individuals that resembled the convection Beings, except that they were less 
tall (approximately 173cm - 190cm) and they were dark, nearly black in hue. These (people) were not opaque, but very much 
semi-translucent shadows, again vertical bipeds. There were a couple of them and they came through the wall of my bedroom, 
then moved away into the TV room, without moving their legs, just sort of floating. Once again, what made them visible was the 
contrast of their movements and the visible changing edges against the backdrop beige color of the walls. 

A couple of nights later I was going to be and there were some Dark Shadow People moving around in my unit. I put on my track 
suit to go to bed and there were two Dark Shadow People in the corner of my bedroom. There was also a shadow in the shape 
of a pole intersecting the corner of the room near the top of the wall. And bugger me, one of these Shadow People was doing 
Olympic type double beams routines on this one bar going across the top corner between the joining walls. So I said "Hey Joe, 
what the fuck are you doing there, are you some sort of gymnastics Olympian or something?". And so then he said "GO fuck 
yourself up dead-shit Scotty Stewart. I'm doing the deeds here like a God and no-one can stop me, especially you!". Then the 
other one that was standing in between the edge of my bed and the wall, in front of this rotating gymnast said "Yeh, go fuck 
yourself up Scotty Stewart. You are no match for us, you land-lubber idiot" 

For the next 3 or 4 minutes we enthusiastically traded insults, these two Dark Shadow People telling me basically that I was no 
match for them, in any way at all, and by comparison I was a complete nobody, and I should feel lucky that they were in my 
room at all. The problem then became that I could not get close to going to sleep with this rotating and spinning shadow 
circulating up in the corner, because it was catching my peripheral vision, and I was feeling quite self-conscious, like I was being 
watched. And funnily enough, they did not hardly pause their tirade of insults and abuse they were directing at me, as though I 
was imposing on them and their talent, and I had no right to be there at all. In the end. It was obvious that I was not going to get 


to sleep with this going on, so I got up and went into the other room, sat on my lounge and turned the TV on. But I could see 
other Dark Shadow Ghosts moving past the door to the TV room, which was starting to bother me, making me feel unsettled. SO 
I went into the bathroom and got a can of hair spray, went to the kitchen and got a cigarette lighter, and proceeded to walk up 
to these individual Dark Shadow Ghost and spray burning hairspray fire at them. This was only somewhat effective, but it did 
irritate them enough to make them move away. So I took my spray can and lighter into my bedroom and starting spraying fire at 
the one doing gymnastics, which apparently had some impact because he just floated up through the ceiling quickly and was 
gone. The other one near the wall reversed back into the wall he was leaning on and also disappeared. 

But I had not switched the light off in the TV room, and I could see more of them moving between rooms. I had pretty much run 
out of hairspray, and my fingers were burnt now anyway, so I did something very bizarre. I had an inspiration that I turned into a 
plan. For whatever reason, I remembered at that time two things: the book by Stan Deyo about conspiracies called The Cosmic 
Conspiracy, and the book called Chariot Of The Gods by Erik Von Daniken. Both these books came to mind because they talked 
about other language capable life forms residing on Planet Earth, and they discussed events and actions undertaken by humans 
in response to these life forms. 

The Stan Deyo book included a discussion about the Bermuda Triangle, and the Erik Von Daniken book talked a lot about 
pyramids. So I went into my study and got out my atlas. Then I went into the cupboard and retrieved my orienteering compass. I 
then straightened 4 of the coat hangers 


on I got into my wardrobe and retrieved a handful of wire coat-hangers. I up-ended the lounge so that it was now standing on 
the outside of one end of the lounge 


In 2013 I was looking up Ghosts on the WWW and I found a site called Angels & Demons, and to my surprise, it had an entire 
section dedicated to Ghosts / Beings that were very dark or black in color, known as The Dark Shadow People 


Vercammen (2009) points out that "...these (visual) hallucinations are typical in the so called late-onset subtype, characterized by 
the first emergence of symptoms during middle age rather than adolescence", and "...in psychiatric conditions, they more often 
take on humanoid forms, and are elicited during times of stress, fatigue, loneliness or social/relational problems." 


Dark shadow people, Egyptians, Ghosts, Ectoplasms, The Horatio Family 

By November 2003 I was spent and in bad shape. I did not have any medication, and had not been taking it regularly. I did not 
even realise that it had to be taken regularly. I thought it was like headache tablets and that I could take it when I needed it, and 
I did not appreciate that there was a lead in time before it became effective. 

I was told by Julia that I she held 83 million dollars of my money, however, because she was a Freemason, the number was a 
"code number", so it was in fact some other amount. I had not been using narcotics. I had just moved into my mortgage, but my 
software development contract expired, so I was out of work. As I mentioned earlier Julia had been saying that she was going to 
bankrupt me for more than a year previous. I did not have hardly any savings. As a consequence, I was quickly unable to meet 
my mortgage payments. But Julia assured me that she would deposit some of the money she held for me very shortly. By the 
end of April I was out of money altogether, so I could not buy food. I was leading with Julia to deposit some of the money, but 
she always had an excuse why it could not be dome immediately. 


I was being 'put through the wringer' again and again by "ADAM SECANT" that would prevent me from being heard properly by 
the 'people' I was pleading with, which was mostly Julia, but there were 3-5 other characters who were directing my behaviour 
and activities. Ron was conspicuously absent at this time. 

I realise now that I was usually or nearly always speaking to a Ghost, but what is important is that this (these) Ghost(s), were also 
however occasionally speaking to other humans, so these other humans knew the details of my plight. I still find this 
unbelievable, astounding, impossible, and completely amazing, but I cannot live in denial of the facts as I perceive them, and as 
they have presented themselves to me. What I am claiming would make this a conspiracy (and I do not believe in conspiracies), 
and it would be the best kept secret on planet Earth and probably the best kept secret in the history of human civilisation. And 
despite my psychiatric and medical insight gained from spending since 2005 constantly reading secondary research, despite my 
compliance with medication, despite my advice (that I discount on the basis of me having provided incomplete detailed 
information), and despite the utter implausibility, I still entertain the possibility of my alternative hypothesis being credible and 
correct. Certainly at this time in my un-medicated state I was believing the wrong things, and constructing realities unreliably. 

But one thing I knew for a fact was certain, as most schizophrenics know to be true, their hallucinations, referring to AVHs, are 
attempting to force them into suicide. And though I do not exactly recall what was said on this particular morning in mid 
November 2003, I just could not stand this bullshit about the money, and Ghosts, and conspiracies, and I so absolutely hated 
Julia, that I decided to end my life. So I got up of my lounge, and proceeded to leave my unit. 

My car that was on lease through my proprietary limited company had been re-possessed a couple of months earlier. So I set 
out to walk 11km to Chatswood and jump from the roof of a tall city skyscraper building to my death. It was a hot day, and by 
the time I got to Chatswood I was very thirsty, but I had not had any money for several months now, so I proceeded to visit a 
food hall in the hope of finding some drink left over on someone's table. I found some dregs in a cup and drank them. I put the 
cup down and headed out of the food hall to a tall building. I got to the base of one and went to the front electric doors, walked 
up, and they didn't open. SO I walked a few tens of meters to another skyscraper and got into proximity of the doors and they 
didn't open either. Then I realised it was Sunday, and all the tall buildings would be closed. So I simply walked back the 112Km to 
my unit and went to bed. 


At around the beginning of April Saw Ghosts 


The Freemasons (Crock Dundee - ABC 4 Corners episode) 


2004 


In February 2004,1 was beginning the long process of recovering from having 9 months of psychosis resulting in no income. I had 
been eating food out of rubbish bins, I had just lost my mortgage, lost my car that was on lease through my company, lost my 
company, lost all my furniture, and lost pretty much everything else I had accumulated over the past 10 years. For the past 7 
years I had been working full time as a contract software developer, but 7 months of undiagnosed uninterrupted psychosis had 
made the possibility of resuming this employment very unlikely. Then a most surprising thing happened. My voices said that I 
would be marrying Nicole Kidman in the future, and that I should prepare for this. Now I knew Nicole Kidman was an actor, but 
that's all I knew. I didn't really know who she was, what sorts of movies she made, well-known movies she had made, or 
anything else. But I was certain that this statement, this dialogue, was not of my own mind. 


2005 


Another 'recent' development (approximately 3 years ago, in 2005) I was told that the people who were attacking me were 'Evil' 
("we are evil" and "we are a loose coalition of Evil"). I had frequently been told in the past that one of the reasons I was being 






attacked was because it was 'their job'. That is, when I asked "why are you doing this to me?" I was told "we are paid to". But 
approximately 3 years ago they started to answer on some occasions that they were doing it because "we are Evil". In response 
to this I argued that I did not believe in Evil, and that in my opinion Evil could not exist. I said this because it seemed to me that 
anything that was truly evil would destroy all that it came into contact with, then ultimately destroy itself. However, my 
reasoning had absolutely no impact. I also met some Christians when I was studying, all of whom acknowledged evil and firmly 
believed in its reality, so I have updated my beliefs such that 'pure' Evil cannot exist (long term), but people and things can be 
'Evil', so the owners of the voices I hear can under this new understanding, be Evil. 

(I also had an argument with the voices about the saying "Good Versus Evil", which they kept saying to me. In my opinion, "Good 
Versus Evil" represents a mismatch of units, like "forks versus plates" rather than "forks versus knives". "Evil" to me is a 
designation of power, and "Good" is about behaviour. In my opinion "Good Versus Evil" should read "Supreme Versus Evil" 
leaving "Good Versus Bad", because good can only be compared to bad since they are both forms of behaviour, and Evil can only 
be compared to "Supreme" (as in Gods supremacy) since they are both forms of power). Anyhow, despite this, the voices I hear 
continue to this day to say that they are Evil, and that this situation (I call it abduction) is about good versus evil. 

Writing instructions 

The Freemasters 


2007 


I could call the period of my illness a 'saga' which at November 2007 is nearly 16 and a half years. This is to be distinguished 
from 'episode' which is a psychiatric term that describes a period of acute psychotic illness where the sufferer becomes subject 
to delusional thinking, often believing bizarre or amazing things that are not supported by reality. In the time since 1991 when I 
first became psychotic, I have had several 'episodes'. In my case, I have had such persistent and non-stop hallucinations that I 
now term my psychosis a 'saga' rather than a 'psychotic episode'. 

The choice of this term is also intended to represent my belief that what I am subject to is not classical 'illness' or poor health, 
but in fact an un-believable occurrence of victimisation by 'ghosts' (beings / other life forms). This is the most important point 
that I intend to make in this article. It is the most important fact of my life, and the most amazing claim I have ever considered. 
The remainder of this article is a description of the information that leads me to believe that I am involved in a 'saga' with 
different less acknowledged forms of life. 

The implications of this are surprising, because they only impact me and my life. I do not wish or expect my health care 
providers to respond differently to my belief, since they have always known that I was subject to this sort of delusional thinking 
brought about by my symptoms. But for me, this belief leads to unexpected outcomes. For example, I have to be careful writing 
this because there is some fuss about writing something rather than just 'saying' something. When I have been making notes in 
the past, I get reports that people are distraught and committing suicide because of the note I wrote. It seems that they (the 
good ghosts) did not realise that the note was a quote from the evil ghosts, which I wrote down as evidence against them. They 
thought I was writing a statement of fact, rather than collecting evidence against evil. 

For example I was told in late 2007 that J and her team had murdered God (the Christian God). They claimed that "God is dead". 

I thought this was ridiculous, absurd, untruthful and impossible. So I decided to make a note, quoting their claim, and recording 
the time and date of their claim. But shortly after I made this note I was told that many good ghosts in different locations were 
committing suicide and were absolutely distraught because they thought that the note I made was the truth. 

I started taking notes again because what I heard was so extremely important. Julia said that unless I stopped masturbating, she 
would kill good ghosts. I always stopped, but she would kill them for a while after I had stopped anyway. I could only ejaculate 1 
in 10 times, but every single time I tried people were killed if I ejaculated or did not stop masturbating. 

I was told that some bikies were coming to take me, and torture me in their specialised torture truck that had a special chair in 
it, with the walls of the back interior of the truck being lined with plastic so the blood could be cleaned without incriminating 
traces etc. 


Julia also said she would make me impotent. 




Julia started 'neutralising' my drugs, that is, she started to take them off me and use them for herself and Mick Cane et al. I 
threw $150 cash on the road to demonstrate that if she kept taking my drugs off me, I might as well throw my money on the 
ground. 

Introduction of the volume control 


2008 


I had been writing notes / journal entries in this episode since November 2007. These notes started off as narratives and were 
made out of frustration at my voices changing their claims frequently, and contradicting many of the essential details of 
statements they had made that imparted considerable negative valence. These statements that they made were often bizarre 
but they were critical points in the stories that were causing considerable distress and misery. For example, in late November 
2003 The voices said that they were "killing God" and "murdering all the good people" and simultaneously I realised a visual of 
small indistinct forms that resembled symbols of individual people, like drawn images from an infographic, inside an area that 
had a wire fenced perimeter. 

In response to this visualisation, I would ask "how do you know they are good people" and she would reply "'cause I said so". 
Then she declared that I was in charge of their security, and that she had "turned God evil". To this I would reply "But you said 
two days ago that you had killed God", and she replied "I did not say that". So out of frustration I would make notes about what 
I had heard. Unfortunately, as had already happened a few times, sometime around the end of 2008, or the beginning of 2009 
she would threaten the safety and prosperity of other people, including Jesus Christ as I recall, saying she would carry out this 
threat unless I destroyed and deleted all the notes I had made. I always acquiesced to these sort of threats, in fact I always 
capitulated to all her (and others) demands, because I was genuinely scared. But according to the psychiatrist, there was no 
need to be scared, because these voices were just hallucinations, no-one else could hear them, and they posed no actual 
material danger. Furthermore, the voices would criticise me sharply and regularly asking "Why do you do everything we say?" 
and my response has always been "Because I do not want to be one of the 62,000 or more people that you force into suicide 
each and every year." 

I remember vividly being forced to purchase drugs one night when I absolutely did not want to. This happened frequently during 
this period, because I had abstained for the last half of 2007. They would pester me without 


On a note 9/8/08 I had saved: 


Flow can you take the 'right' side in a war? 

1) Where do Ghosts come from? 

2) Do they breed? 

3) What is their population? 


When God (the Christian God) returned, everyone was happy because they thought that he was dead as a consequence of me 
having taken drugs. "We thought we'd have to follow Scott Stewart. I'm glad we don't. Fle's a fuckwit." 


The Freemasons 


I have been getting erections that Julia claims she caused irregularly for months. They last for between 1 hour and 3 hours. Then 
I had a very bad dose of the flu that left me bed ridden, and I simultaneously had a priapism. Now I am impotent as she said she 
would make me. 

February 2009 

Physically sick at 8.30pm every Monday night. My voices "apply" physical symptoms to my body. 


2011 






Vercammen (2009) One category of hallucinations that deserves a separate mention, are the hypnagogic and hypnopompic 
hallucinations, referring to hallucinations that occur just before falling asleep or upon waking, respectively. Again, these 
hallucinations may affect any of the senses, but most typically are characterized by sensations of falling, floating, or leaving 
one's body, the sensation of a presence, and seeing and/or hearing people or scenes 


2014 


In 2014,1 discovered that this agonising tiredness was the result of destructive interference. 


2015 


11:53 16th May 2015 

PB: chanting over and over again "You're being set up to take the wrap for a crime done by me, Steven Oakley (unless Tristan 
acts on my behalf), Pam Kingham, Geoff Kelly, Pierre Boudou-Daniel, Ron Thiessen, Glenn Jeffires" (over and over....) 


PB: Some of the guys from my motorcycle club (the Bandidos Hills chapter) are what you call Free Masons, which means we are 
secdretly augmented by ghosts or something which enables us to talk to each other and stuff, without actually being next to 
each other, you know what I mean? Any mate, we, that is your old friends and a couple of Guys from my motor cycle club, are 
making.... 

minutes later 

... (girl) you will ask to be executed mate, you will ask to be executed mate..(over and over) 

... Can we morph? Do you know what I mean by that? We are setting you up, involving our morphing.... 

(self) whjy would any person want to set me up for any matter whatsoever. I had better take time to consider this, after 
completing my TAPE assignment about Harrods department store. 

? There are quite a few of us Scotty, and you do not know who we are or even if we are, but I gurantee this Scotty, we are doing 
such a good job of setting you up using technology that does not even thought to exist like ghosts, that you will never be free 
again once we are finished the editing and calling the police. And whats more, through our Freemasonry and our meetings that 
we have in the lodges, we even have the police and others on our side who are going to lie about the evidence because your 
claims will sound insane, and the cops are going to help us frame you good and proper mate. Don't forget Scotty, that through 
our ghosts, we not only know all your passwords and usernames, but we know where you keep them, how to get money out of 
your westpac account, and where you hide your emergency keys to get into your Nomanhurst unit. So you are fucked mate. By 
the time me and Geoff in particular get through with framing you, you will be pleading for the death penalty. 


Are you thereby now suggesting, that in order to be heard properly and reliably, that I must committ another offence, simply to 
demonstrate that peoples actions are subject to whatever I am going through? I will consider what you are wanting, but I don't 
think I will do it for you. 


Julia: "I want you dead" repeated 







1431 


Now Geoff is claiming that they morph into different appearances, and are using this ability to set me up. 


1517 ?; "ron has just.... 


1741 ?: they got you, they got you 


2012 


March 2015 

I have realised / discovered that destructive interference is actually telekinesis. Julia has the ability to interfere with my 
anatomy. The tiredness (not agonising any more) is 'an instruction', meaning wilfully perpetrated against me. Now that I have 
quit smoking (since 18*^ August 2006), Julia will not let me meet a girl or make any money until I have quit drugs. 

She says that all the good ghosts have been killed. I am missing Dr Chapman, Molly and Jack et al. I have detailed dated and 
timed notes about all deaths and assaults that have occurred since 2007. Julia says I am responsible for their deaths. It is my 
fault they are dead. 

I am still not allowed to ejaculate. But now Julia has stolen all the feelings that accompany masturbation. Both the emotions and 
the sensations (as from the rubbing of my penis with my hand etc). She told me today that it is permanent, that it, she has taken 
all my feelings away permanently. She says that my feelings were provided by ghosts, and because of me, she has killed them all, 
so I do not have any feelings any more. 

I cannot understand why she has done this to me. Why aren't I allowed to ejaculate. Why has she taken my feelings away. Why 
won't she let me exercise. Why won't she let me cry. Why is she trying to bullet proof me? It is bound to succeed, but I could 
have stopped using drugs more than 2 years ago if she did not interfere all the time. She has set the whole timetable back more 
than 2 years. Why has she wanted to set it back? 

And I am not human any longer, since I do not have control of my body, or have any feelings. 

Here are some quotes from some notes I made: 


2015 


Towards the end of 2014,1 decided to do a Graphoic Design course at Hornsby TAPE, because all my freelance work had dried 
up, and I had only had two jobs sinece the end of 2013 when Bradd left to live in San Fransisco. I thought that if I got new skills I 
cold try and get work as a recent graduate, and that would mitigate me unemployment for most of 2014. I thought that new 
qualifications would help because they did in 2007, which is how and why I met Brad. So I get in contact with Horsby TAPE and 
found about about how to enrol, where enrolment was happening, and any other information I would need in order to re-skill 
and hopefully get employed again. 

On March 13 2015 Julia said "Scott, I'm afraid I have done something terrible that is going to cause you a real problem, and 
probably completely ruin your life". I knew she could do that, so with great concern and fear I asked "What have you done?". 
She said "I telephoned then went and visited some members of the Bandido's motorcycle club about you. And I told them that 
you are a paedophile, that you use and have a collection of child pornography, and that you masturbate over it. But there's 
more. Do you want to know what else I did Scotty?. Sorry Scott. Do you want to know what else I have done?" I said, "no fuck 
off, be quiet, shut up, and please leave me aloone." She said "I'm sorry Scott. I must tell you. Unfortunately its really terrible. I'm 
sorry Scott, I'm a really bad person aren't I? I'm a really bad person. I got Ron (Glen Jeffries) to go and visit them as well, and he 
told them that you are a paedophile too. They said they are going to come round and get you". 






Next, I heard a male voice, "Are you Scott Stewart?". I said "yes". It said "It's George here Scott, from the Bandido's motorcycle 
club. I understand that you like having sex with children. Girls as young as 8 years old. Is that true?". I immediately said "No, of 
course not. That's absolutely wrong". He said "I don't think so Scott. We're going to come round and kill you as soon as you go 
to sleep tonight". Terrified I quickly said "How could I possibly have sex with children if you, Julia and Ron are watching me 24 x 
7?". The voice said "You're a dead man Scotty Stewart. You're a dead man" Next I heard another male voice "Are you Scottt 
Stewart?". I said "Yes". It said "My name is Peter Williams. I am the treasurer of the Hills Chapter of the Bandido's morotcycle 
club. I am told that you like having sex with young girls. Is that correct or incorrect?". I sad "That is absolutely and completely 
incorrect". It said "No, you do like having sex with children don't you Scott. We're going to strap you to a wooden table that we 
have made especially for you, and cut you up with box cutters. And we are going to keep you awake using smelling salts, and 
keep cutting you up with box cutters. But before we do that, one of us is going to shit in your mouth. You are a dead man Scotty 
Stewart. You are going to regret your life. You will wish you had never been born. We are coming round to kill you tonight after 
you go to bed". 

I was beside myself with fear. So I said "why are you waiting until I go to bed? Why don't you come around now and I'll talk to 
you and prove I'm not a paedophile. What evidence do you have anyway?". It said "we've been told by a reliable source that we 
can trust. We're coming to get you tonight". I said "But why are you waiting until I go to bed? Isn't that a bit %#%$?" (I have 
decided I have to edit that final word out, just in case they get a copy of this book, and then get upset about me publishing this 
interaction). The reason I do write and publish this is because I don't believe it was them. That is exactly why I have included the 
research data and summaries, and have gone to some lengths to indicate the unreliability of these so called 'conversations' (in 
fact I wold choose to call them "telepathic verbal communications", because the exchange of words and attitudes never 
involved any mouth movements, movement of air across the larynx through the ombature of the mouth and teeth, or any visible 
or measureable physical phenomena that would indicate talking was taking place. 

The verbal exchanges detailed throughout this book and in the transcript extracts were all accomplished using what I and other 
schizophrenics call telepathy, but what are in actual fact simple thoughts and mental activity. As previously identified (see 
Chapter 4, Chapter 5....), there are a number of complex, accurate, and sophisticated medical explanations for what is occurring 
neurophysically in schizophrenia, and no-one will concur with the victims (or subjects) that the phenomena they experience is 
not actually prevalent or even possible, beyond the mind and brain of the person involved. But even as I write this (it being 14**' 
August, 2017, at 1150 hours), my voices are getting agitated about what I am writing, and they respond with threats, duress and 
criminal prosecution of the alleged bin throwing allegations, then they blame me for substance abuse as well, even though it is 
unarguable that they are not reading what I am writing, they are not communicating telepathically, and there is no need for 
threats and hatred, because this is not taking place. Any may I gratiously take leave and point out, that if you think that last 
sentence and account was difficult to read, then you have gained some notion of the difficulty of dealing with voice phenomena 
that effectively blames you for it/he/she having to deny their existence using a vector that is only available to living, language 
capable autonomous, volitional life forms. 

Anyway, back to the bikies. Before I digressed somewhat, I was recounting the dialogue, the exchange, that was about informing 
me of what Ron and Julia had said (in real life mind you, not telepathically) to the Bandidos outlaw motor cycle club, and what 
they are going to do to me as a result of the heresay. Over the next few months, the same sorts of claims and stories continued, 
often on a daily basis. But they allegations against me became more elaborate, and I became more and more scared. I believe it 
is not by chance that these stories continued on a daily basis, because it is impossible for my voices not to realise that without 
pauses and gaps in the fearful stories of third party allegations and their impending conseequences, my hypervigilance and fear 
grew more and more pronounced. Though they never admit it, and refuse to answer sensibly, the question of why they are 
telling me non-stop about this. 

Sometimes I get really, really upset, frustrated, and quite angry, saying rude things like "Why don't you just shut-thee-fuck-up 
about this fucking bikie paedophile thing, and just leave me the fuck alone, because if they are coming to get me, then let them 
come, and I'll try and talk to them when they get here. SO just shut the fuck up, and stop telling me". And that example really 
identifies the core and cause of my belief that these voices are not merely hallucinations. I have this deeply set persistent belief 
that my voices know that earring this upsets me, that they know full well that unless they give it a rest, my mental and physical 
health deteriorates, and that telling me these frightful scenarios without pause increases my terror and decreases my ability to 
reality check ad maintain cogency of the medical explanations, ultimately leading to a wish for suicide. But if that is correct and 
these voices do know that the damage accumulates, then my voices have agency, and they have motive(s), and they have 
pragmatism, and they have an objective! 


But the stories continued. They didn't stop for TAPE classes, they didn't pause for lunch, they terrified me while I was trying to 
drive my motor vehicle, they didn't stop if I turned the TV up loud, they gave me no peace or silence, for weeks at a time. And 
after hearing non-stop that members of the Bandidos outlaw motor cycle club believed I was a paedophile because of what 
someone told them, my concern and fear accumulated to overwhelming. Since the stories wouldn't stop no matter what I did, I 
ended up doing a voluntary admission to Hornsby Adult Mental Health Unit (AMHU), in the new building, and handing myself 
over to the care and help of the acute mental health team. There was one problem with this solution though. As I described in 
Chapter 1 1 live in dread of the side effects of certain anti-psychotic medications, remembering that they were the initial cause of 
using amphetamines more regularly that I would ever want, back in the early 1990's. If when I presented at AMHU I said that I 
had not been using amphetamines, then the cause of my terror and voluntary admission would be assessed differently to if I 
said that I had been using them. Acknowledging firstly that I very highly value honesty and especially my own honesty, and 
secondly that if you are less than absolutely honest with your doctor then you will deprive yourself of proper and effective 
treatment, this was an issue that worried me when presenting for voluntary admission. Notwithstanding the fact that I try to 
minimise my consumption of taxpayer funded hospital resources, and it would mean that I was missing classes from TAPE, 
amongst other inconveniences. 

Curiously, my voices quieten quite considerably as soon as I am on the ward. And I can always tell the extent to which narcotics 
were the exaserbating and amplifying my symptoms based on how long they lasted once I was there. SO twice in the first half of 
2015 I resorted to doing a voluntary admission because I couldn't deal with the threats and stories about the Bandidos, and then 
additionally The Rebels, coming to murder me and torturing me using a trestle, box-cutters and smelling salts, because they 
believed what Ron and Julia told them. What was crucial to me was the fact that Ron and Julia chose to tell them in person, and 
did not rely on telepathy to do it. The stories, as do all the stories, very slowly evolve. By the end of June, someone has created a 
Snap-Chat account using my credentials, and I was told that this account was being populated with more child pornography, and 
it was being made to look as if I was flagrantly disclosing myself as a wanton paedophile. Purtermore, the link to the account 
made to look like mine 


2017 


"Why do you do it to yourself Scott?" asks an AVH, referring to my behaviour of talking drugs occasionally and staying up late 
doing work. "Because of you" which I say hoping to remind them that they are a disease. That terse answer is very far from a 
comprehensive response, and is extremely simplified and succinct to the point of insult. But I believe the question itself is 
designed to be and is an isult, because it is their telepathic communications that are the symptoms of my mental health disease, 
and if they chose to show some self-control or discipline and refrain from 'talking' (telepathy - thinking out loud such that 
others can hear them without consent) I would have o mental health problem, and I would effectively be immediately cured of 
schizophrenia (that I remind you is responsible for the death of more than 62,000 mostly young people each and every year). 
When I hear that question. If I thought that it was at all a sincere question, I would love the opportunity to provide a reasonable 
full and comprehensive answer along the following lines: 

(explanation of why I take drugs occasionally) 

"What do you mean, because of us?" my AVH asks. "Because you have been torturing me for more than 26 years now" I 
protest. Then some silence. In accord with my indication [infra) of how schizophrenia compromises ones sentience, I know that I 
have failed to make a point, and that my response was not understood and had no impact. 

So, I write here in lieu of thinking it to my AVH's "When you torture someone for decades by convincing them that you have 
agency, that their autonomy and volition are compromised by individuals who are colluding, in a manner that is in absolute 
contravention of the treatise of the United Nations, and in a way that would be a transgression at common law, the person you 
have been torturing (me), sustains injuries, both mental and physical, and these injuries lead me to behaviours that I regret, that 
I have difficulty avoiding, and that are somewhat counterproductive. It is like getting drunk when your girlfriend drops you. The 
pain leads to behaviours that are far from wise or optimal, but that are engaged in because they help temporarily to ease the 
pain. Your torture of me leads me to drugs, something that the NSW Police understand, as do my health care providers. 
Improvements in my behaviour, after being tortured, requires not only strength of mind, but "an aligning of the planets", 
meaning a bit of luck. I have abstained from drugs successfully in the past, and will do again in the very near future, but as you 
fully darn-well know and realise, that is not true right now, tonight, as evidenced by your very question. 




7.37am 26 July 2017: 


"You're drugs have fucked up your attention to detail" 

This is a typical statement made by my AVH's. This may well be true, or may not be, but what I get out of it is that this is just 
more criticism. 

02"'' August 2017 2039: 

?FM: is anyone getting hurt 
s: no, not as far as I know 
FM?: why is this happening 

s: because for once, and probably the first time, I would not do as you demand 
PW: you think we don't exist don't you 
s: yes, I think you don't exist 
PW: You will find out that we do 

S: well won't that be a surprise to everyone, that schizophrenia is caused by you and not hallucinations combined with negative 
symptoms. 

And then I am reminded of one of my infographics, wondering if there is some way to amend them to accommodate if 
schizophrenia turned out to be caused humans, and AVFIs were not hallucinations after all. 


THE PLOT 


Over the years, the 'plot' of my hallucinations has changed a lot. I call the content 'the plot' (also the story or the saga; in 
medical terminology it is called "phenomenology"). As you will have realised from the description so far, it is always evolving, 
slowly. It never stops changing, and it usually changes so slowly that on most days the plot is just slightly different from the day 
before. It is just like real life. Every day is just a little bit different from the day before. Even if you go to the same job each day, 
in the same car, work with the same people and have the same friends and so on, each day is slightly different by virtue of the 
fact that it is another day. Most of the time, the plot of my schizophrenia maintains a correspondence with what is happening in 
my life. 


The fact that the plot I am involved with is constantly evolving is important. If it did not evolve, that would be notable in itself, 
because nothing in life is stagnant. But the continuous evolution of the story enables me to identify any aspects of the story that 
are constant and unchanging. I remember in the movie "A Beautiful Mind" that John Nash finally realised he was hallucinating 
when he noted that the little girl in his hallucinations never grew older. To further demonstrate my point, I will summarise at the 
highest level 'the story' of my alternative life. I would like to remind you the reader that my belief and involvement with 'the 
story' changed, so I did not always behave in response to the story, but unfortunately sometimes I did. 

(I have also written another article that discusses hallucinations, behaviour, and the relationship between them). "BLa Bl;a Bla 
Bla Bla" (see footnote^) 


I have been told that in the realm that the ghosts and beings inhabit (live and / or come from) there are no laws or regulations, 
and no law enforcement. I describe this sort of situation as lassefair social Darwinism. As soon as I said this, the Ghosts started 
claiming that they pick on weaker humans, ones that have 'fallen behind'. This type of defamatory slander and abuse is 
absolutely standard behaviour for the ghosts. They will try to get away with every insult possible. When you remind them that 
people like John Nash are schizophrenic, they stop the social Darwinist insults and start on some other insult. 


Brief description of the plot 


^ THIS IS WHERE I PUT THE NAME OF OTHER ARTICLES I HAVE WRITTEN, AND A URL 





At the very start of my 'Saga' I was being harassed by someone known as "D". He said he was a bricklayer, and he accused me of 
social prejudice (he said I hated bricklayers!). Obviously, I knew that this was completely untrue and ridiculous, but I was 
absolutely terrified by hearing voices that could see me. I spent several weeks pulling the furniture in my room apart, and 
repeatedly running outside my house, trying to catch the people who were bugging my room. I was so terrified and scared that I 
packed up all my belongings and changed state. 


I was told by J that I had could hear voices because I had had been drugged one night and 'hearing implants' had been inserted. 
(I actually recall waking one particular morning with a very cloudy head, which added false credibility to the claim). I was also 
told that the people responsible for inserting hearing implants had also taken, copied, and then returned the multi-track master 
tapes of my music from my recording studio. They then remixed my music and made CD's (product) from it. They sold the CD's 
in overseas markets and they were now in possession of the royalties (money) that I should have been paid. According to them, 

I was owed more then A$1 000 000 dollars (more than 1 million dollars Australian). 

I could not understand how they could hear me think, but a lot of the time I talked out loud, so I thought they might have 
planted bugs in my home. Though I could not understand how they could hear me when I was not talking out loud, the fact was 
that they could, so the problem was mine not theirs. Given the circumstances, it was not surprising to me that they would not 
divulge how they could do what they were doing. Though I had been an inpatient at a psychiatric hospital twice, I was never told 
by my doctors that they had diagnosed me as being schizophrenic, which meant that I did not realise or assume that there were 
other people suffering with similar symptoms. 

Because they had my money, they could force me to do things I did not want to do. And if I didn't do what they demanded, I 
would not be given the money that they owed me, and I would not be given the contract from the record company to make and 
sell more music. 

At this point there was usually 4-6 people attending to me at a time. J was in charge and nearly always present and the other 
people were doctors, music stars and some other non-descript people. At this point in time I did not know how to reality check^, 
and so the impossibility of my circumstances could not be proven. All I knew was that I was hearing voices, and they could hear 
me, but I had no idea how it could be done. This was nothing new since I didn't at the time know how nuclear rectors worked, 
how Apollo rockets worked, or how microwave ovens worked etc. The fact that I could not understand how it was done was 
secondary to the fact that it was happening. 

I gave up music in 1997, but the claims that I was owed a lot of money continued until the year 2000, when the story changed 
from me being owed money, to me simply being a victim of a conspiracy. The story changed at this point in time because of a TV 
documentary about schizophrenia. This TV show looked at the case of a guy in North West Australia who was owed money by a 
Hollywood movie studio. He believed that he was the victim of a Freemasons conspiracy. The TV show also documented the 
case of a young man in Sydney's West who bashed an elderly woman to death with her own coffee table in her apartment, 
because his schizophrenic hallucinations told him that she was the devil. 


After seeing this documentary, I accused my hallucinations of lying to me. I wanted to ask if they were part of a Freemason 
conspiracy, but I knew from experience that it was unlikely I would get an answer, so I suggested that they were part of a 
Freemason conspiracy. After this accusation, they became Freemasons who were in deed in a conspiracy. This did not mean 
much to me because I knew nothing at all about Freemasons, but when I was being insulted and abused (which was most of all 
day everyday), I was now able to accuse J and the other people of being in conspiracy not just against me, but against all 
humanity, since their behaviour in my opinion constituted crimes against humanity. 

The fact that they had now changed from being people to being Freemasons was important because it meant that other people 
were possibly being victimised as well as me, which of course is what came out of the ABC TV documentary in the first place. 
This changed the dynamics and the circumstances of the saga (continuous and persistent insult, abuse and argument, each day. 


^ "Reality checking" is a strategy used to discredit unsound beliefs and defeat delusions based on going out into the real world 
and proving that what you hear is false and wrong. It has very limited usefulness because it's application is limited and difficult, 
(eg: it is not easy to 'scan or sweep' your bedroom for 'bugs', hidden cameras or other listening devices). 



all day, every day), because It gave me the higher moral ground. I was now no longer just a victim of Industrial espionage (music 
industry), but now 1 was one of a potentially large number of people being systematically abducted and held mental hostage by 
a bunch of people 

Who were organised and therefore culpable. 


Twelve years after this all started, I had a particularly bad, long and overwhelming episode. I was told I King of some creditable 
place. During this episode and according to how I was being treated (central - as an important person), I wrote a body of 
legislation that was designed to outlaw what was being done to me. It did not matter to me that there was no-one to enforce it 
or use it in judgement. It provided a legal framework that would make what was being done to me illegal, and the perpetrators 
accountable. It especially focused on making telekinetic interference (acts) criminal unless they were requested. 


"Destructive Interference" .... 


During this episode (that occurred in 2003) I had a very important event that influences me strongly to this day. Several months 
after I became very 'hallucinagenic' and 'delusional', I saw four ghosts appear in my TV room. I was introduced to them; they 
were all 'idols' of mine. One was George Washington, and he was wearing his wig. One was King Henry V. One who I did not get 
introduced to and who did not step forward to greet me was apparently Jesus Christ. I do not know who the fourth figure was. I 
have no compelling reason to believe or disbelieve what I was told. The inclusion of Jesus Christ makes me sceptical of the whole 
thing, however he is probably the most common figure in all delusions stemming from mental illness reported in the English 
speaking West. Like the other two, he is a hero of mine, though I am not an active church goer. The reason this event is so 
important is because this is the first time I was forced to consider and realise that there were factions in ghosts -there were 
good ghosts and bad ghosts. 

The ghosts that had abducted and were torturing me started calling themselves evil, in fact quote they are/were "a loose 
coalition of evil" in their own words. Since this time, nearly everything that has happened has been based around the threat that 
if I did / do not do as I am ordered to do, then the good ghosts will be hurt (and I assume tortured and mistreated in the same 
way that I am). Because of the pain I have been through, this threat never fails to get me to do as I am told. I call it "leveraging", 
and I can never win, because my thinking is that even if there is only a one in ten trillion chance that I am not hallucinating, and 
that ghosts exist as I am told and as I experience, then I can never let the good and innocent ghosts down. I will always do 
anything and everything to try to help them, and to keep them safe. It will now be apparent to you the reader that lamina 
"jam" (a difficult if not nearly impossible situation). 

I believe that writing this article will result in more changes to the scenario I am involved with. For example, I was told the other 
day that a particular ghost was going to be "killed" by some other ghosts. Since I knew who was making the threat (they are 
characters I have known for some time), I responded to what I was told by stating that I would do something to prevent his 
murder. This article therefore serves the dual purpose of informing my human friends about my experiences, and putting the 
spotlight on the ghosts that made the threat. 

Recently, for more than a year, I was told that the same organisation and the same people and that had abducted me and made 
me schizophrenic were now holding innocent beings hostage. I was told that I was now in charge of their their safety. Even 
though this seemed preposterous, I was worried about it being possibly true; after all, the same people had abducted me and 
made me schizophrenic and forced me to attempt suicide 10 or so years earlier. I now found myself in a situation where I was 
having to do whatever the voices demanded of me in order to try and keep their hostages safe. This lasted approximately 14 
months before I was able to identify sufficient inconsistencies and contradictions in what I was being told, in order for me to feel 
comfortable that they were not in fact holding innocent beings (people) hostage, so I no longer had worry about the safety of 
innocent people and I no longer had to comply with their demands. 



The hostage saga finished 3 months ago. For the first time in more than 17 years, I am not participating or involved in a scenario, 
story, or saga. These days it is just the ghosts against me. They devote at least part of their time effort and resources to Dl. 


In addition to Dl, they also upset my moods and emotions, simply be threatening me and scaring me. 

They claim quite a lot of my health problems / health issues. If I get a headache, a sore arm, or a twitching eye, they often claim 
responsibility for the problem. But they are not limited to what seems like opportunistic claims of causing me health problems. I 
am a recreational jogger - I have been jogging to keep fit since 1989. A few years ago one of the voices that was pretending to 
be friendly, who was not out to hurt me, recommended that I stop jogging because it was strenuous on my knees, legs and 
ankles. They suggested that I walk instead. As usual I did what the voices wanted and I swapped jogging for walking. 

But walking never provided very good cardio-vascular fitness so after a few years I decided to resume running. But every time I 
started to run, they voices started tormenting me. They would say things like "Am I annoying you? Why did I say that to you? Did 
that upset you? Why I am annoying you?" But in addition to this, I would see in my mind a picture of a hand turning a knob (like 
a volume knob on a radio) and as I saw this my body would start to get heavier and heavier. As they turned the knob, it got 
harder to run. Then they would say "Am I upsetting you? Why am I upsetting you for?" At the same time my mood would 
change and I would become furious with rage and torment, so I would start shouting, and swearing as loud as possible at the 
people who were ruining my exercise and preventing me from running properly. 

This interference with my running has now been going on for about a year and a half. Every time I start to go for a run, the 
voices torment me, and ridicule me. I see them do things in my mind's eye that 'cause' (correspond with) different feelings in my 
body. When I am running is the worst. But very often when I experience a health issue they claim that they are the cause. For 
example, I have some magazines that I read occasionally. Quite often, I get a headache after I read these magazines, and every 
time I do, the voices claim responsibility for the headache. Interestingly, no individual claims responsibility for the feeling. It is 
not "J" or "P", it is just a voice that says "I am making you feel sick. I'm sorry, but I am going to make you feel sick". 

This is overwhelmingly distressing. To this day, I believe that sometimes it is true. It is not something that I can reality check 
because often the cause of my ill health is unknown. No one knows for sure why I get migraines, but sometimes the voices claim 
responsibility and I cannot prove it is not them. I cannot prove to anyone that they interfere with my running, but I believe I can 
feel them doing stuff to my body. My psychiatrist provides me with rational, logical, plausible explanations for this type of thing. 

I discuss explanations in my follow up article to this one, "Explanation of My Experiences". 

Over the years I have fought my hallucinations on their terms, and with the additional benefit of finally finding effective 
medication, and having grown older and wiser, I have finally get the upper hand on my 'demons'. 

Though the cast has changed in accord with my real life changes, the main antagonist has not, and there is no disagreement 
between me and the ghosts about characters of the past and what they did or were involved with. The main antagonist is a 
female ("J"), and she claims to be someone that I knew in 1991, when my psychosis first started. At the start of my 
schizophrenia, I thought that she was who she claimed to be ( a real human person), but now after more than 17 years, I realise 
that this 'ghost' simply chose a name claiming to be someone I knew in order to gain more leverage against me, and to discredit 
me in the eyes of other people. (It is important to me to draw attention to the fact that I say/write 'ghost' in inverted commas, 
because in detailed truth I do not believe that she and many of my other assailants are ghosts, they are something else, and 
calling them 'ghosts' is like calling a Canadian an American or an Australian a New Zealander). 

I now believe that the ghosts who engage in causing schizophrenia always adopt the names of people or claim to be people that 
are known to their human victim. Claiming to be someone familiar to the victim is a foundational part of the modus operand!. A 
discussion of explanations for this is provided in another article I have written called "BLa Bl;a Bla Bla Bla" (see footnote^) 


2016 / 2017 


In dccember 2016, Julia said she wanted me to dicntinue my occasional use of amphetamines, but when I asked about her 
motive, her answer wa "just because". But she kept on and on and on about it, and by January 2017 it was becoming really 
annoying. Then she said "I'll tell you what. If you give up drugs for 6 months. I'll get Elinor Clifton to contact you, and you might 


^ THIS IS WHERE I PUT THE NAME OF OTHER ARTICLES I HAVE WRITTEN, AND A URL 





have a chance of getting a girlfriend". So I said, "That would be brilliant, but how can you arrange for her to contact me?". Juliia 
said "I'll get her to write on your Facebook page.". I said, "How will you be able to do that?", and Julia said "I will change her 
feelings and inspire her to contact you." I knew Both Julia and Ron could do that to a person. For decades now they had been 
doing exactly that to me all the time, and I called it Destructive Interference. I was confronted by my own hypocrisy though, 
bbecause when they did that to me, I considered it a crime, but I desperately wanted to get into contact with Elinor, so I was 
silent regarding their method. I said, "That would be brilliant, a real God send, so I'll give up drugs, right now". Julia then said, 
"I'm sorry Scott, I regret to tell you, that right now, at this oment, Elinor is having sex with David Hope-Johnstone at his house in 
Canada". I didn't know what to say. I wasn't heart broken because I have never been a jealous person, so I simply responded 
with the absolute honest truth "I'm glad. I really love Elinor, and Dave is a great guy, so I'm glad they're having a good time. Are 
you sure that you can get her to cottact me?. Julia replied "I will get her to contact you if you give up drugs for 6 months." 

In March 2017,1 got a job as an SEO analyst at a digital agency in North Ryde. Things were going really well. I was working, I had 
an income, I was drug free, I was running everyday, and my only real problem was Julia and Ron who continued to tell me what 
to do all the time like telling me when to go to bed, and what to eat for dinner. Then on Anzac day 2017,1 was sitting on my 
lounge after work, watching the news on TV , when Julia said "Scott, I'm afraid I've got some terrible news for you. You know 
Ellinor, well something has come up.". I said "what's up, is she having sex with Dave again?" and Julia said "Unfortunately I 
introduced Ellinor to your colleague Reggie at work, and they are getting married tonight". 

I was completely heart broken and wanted to cry. "I thought you said you would get her to contact me on Facebook". "I changed 
my mind. I introduced her to Reggie and they are getting married, as we speak as a matter of fact." I was inconsoleable, heart 
broken, devastated, and I felt like a fuckwit for having trusted Julia when I already knew she was intentionally untrustworthy and 
malicious. I sat there, started to cry, and just fell apart. I was so upset I just got up of the lounge in tears, grabbed my bile phone, 
rang my dealer and proceeded to fuck myself up with drugs. 


14 August 2017, 1126 hours: 

Julia: "Scott, does anyone like you?" 

Me: "No, obviously and of course not." 

Julia: "Why is that, do you think?" 

Me: "Well less than 8 days ago you again started talking about 'hate boxes' and showing me a mental image drawing showing 
me what a hate box looks like and how it is worn. But I think the reason no telepathic people, who are the only people in here, 
the reason they coform to what you want is largely but not exclusively attributable to the fact that I think you should submit 
yourselves to science, and share the potential of telepathy with the world at large, and not restrict its availability only to people 
that you approve of, and who are self-interested enough and who lack social mindedness, so that they can be relied upon not to 
give your secret away, and who are facile enough to be the sort of people who will remain subdued and quite once they have 
received financial benefits and cash dividends that a direct result of the misuse of this telepathy (and in my opinion, to a lesser 
extent, telekinesis)". 


Conclusion 


• I think that the ghosts are on 'rotation', which largely accounts for the way the story evolves. Each successive bunch of 
ghosts that take over have their own special skills and capabilities, just like humans. They bring with them new ideas 
and change the scenario according to their ideas. So one month I am fighting 'bikies', the next month I am in charge of 
good innocent ghosts and I am having to protect them from being attacked by evil ghosts. 


EPILOGUE 


• To this day the evil ghosts get the better of me by leveraging the lives of good ghosts against my behaviour. The usual 
sort of thing I hear is that if I don't do such and such, then good ghosts will be 'killed'^ or if I do something in particular. 


^ 'Killed : Not necessarily 'death' but includes "'killing' peoples happiness", or killing their spirit 






then some other innocent ghosts person will be attacked and / or murdered. In fact, this part of this article was written 
at 1912 hours on Sunday, 23 November 2008, when I have had to write for an additional hour (after having done 1.5 
hours of writing this afternoon), and if I did not, (good) people would be injured (and I believe this to mean 
psychologically tormented, insulted and verbally abused). 

• Today, there was the death of a young boy I had known for approximately 3 years. He had a superman toy that he had 
always loved dearly and his superman would fly under their coffee table, rather than over the coffee table. The young 
boy always said that this was because 'he could afford to', meaning he did not have to hide. After I finished crying, I was 
told that the boy was in fact not dead after all and that I had been fooled. And that is my life -a young ghost who I had 
got to know over a three year time span, was killed by evil, which made me cry. And I don't know if what they said 
about him not dying was true or not, but my heart remains broken and I fear the worst. 

• I believe that (evil) ghosts can change feelings. 


of evidence to make a point, rather than being involved in the dynamics of an interpersonal conversation. 

One of the reasons I have taken the time to write this and other articles, is because 'the truth is out there'. There is for certain a 
correct and an accurate (not necessarily detailed) explanation for all my experiences, and that correct explanation gives rise to 
my symptoms. It is like a mystery where hallucinations are the evidence of some great mystery, and though we have a functional 
understanding of psychosis that facilitates successful therapeutic intervention (especially pharmacological intervention - drugs / 
medication), the mechanisms causing specific hallucinations are the subject of guesswork and hypotheses, rather than 
knowledge. 

Believing (knowing) that 'the truth is out there', I continue to consider my symptoms as if I were Sherlock Holmes or Scooby 
Doo. I have read some of the contemporary hypotheses that attempt to explain the symptomology, and plausible as they are, 
none seem to fully or accurately account for my experiences. It is the same with the psychiatrists, who provide me with 
reasonable explanations, but these explanations on ever account for a small part of my symptoms, and it is easy for me to 
remember something that seems to contradict their hypothesis. 

I am very troubled by the hypotheses proposed by the medical profession to account for the symptoms of psychosis and 
hallucinations. This of course sets the stage for disaster, because their explanations are the only reliable explanations, and any 
other explanations are likely to in fact be symptoms of the disease. 

What if any of the reports by schizophrenics were partly true? What if ghosts actually do exist? It is possible to present a 'science 
fiction' explanation for schizophrenia that many people will consider to be far-fetched and impossible. However this explanation 
forms the basis of the effectiveness and value of CBT, it can account for much of the data and symptoms (in the same way that 
psychiatric theories only account for much of the data), and it provides a platform for entertaining and amazing possibilities. 


McCarthy-Jones (2012) "In terms of future work into voices, it is likely to be fruitful to examine in more detail the links between 
emotions, how emotions are dealt with, previous events in the voice hearer's life and their voices. Furthermore, a return to the 
phenomenology of voices themselves is likely to be beneficial. The phenomenology of voices gives us many clues to their origins, 
and we likely need to start by listening better. The form of voices may also be informative, with aspects of voices such as their 
tendency to take the form of negative voices offset by positive voices needing to be more clearly worked into models of voices, as 
well as models of thought itself. Overall, a biopsychosocial, epigenetic approach is needed which links the events that happen to 
voice-hearers, the meaning of such events to the voice-hearer, how they attempt to cope with them, and the biological reactions 
and down-stream neural conseguences of such events. More work is hence needed across the spectrum, from proximate 
biological causes to distal socio-economic causes." Also "Are voices distressing? Quite often, yes. Can they be worked with and 
resolved? Yes. Are voices a sign of illness in themselves? No. Can they result in a state which could be classified as illness? Yes. 
What are voices signs of? Underlying emotional issues, a societal structure that creates catastrophic human interactions, a brain 
disease, supernatural communication, a mental illness, the inherent power of human thought?" 


FOLLOWING IS NOT CONGRUENTTO MY STORY 



Anyhow, the upshot of it all is this: If they (the Ghosts) do not exist, then I can truthfully say that I could for-see this as one of the 
possibilities that governed my life. Of all possibilities, there were only ever three: 

1) 'They' do not exist, all I ever heard were hallucinations, so I devoted all my time and energy into arguing for ethical and 
reasonable treatment with noting and no-one. By all accounts, a wasted life. 

2) 'They' do exist, in which case when there was something critically needed in the world, I did not walk away and turn my 
back. I truthfully state that this is the remote possibility that I dedicated my life to. I always worked my way through life 
doggedly believing that if there was any possibility that these 'Ghosts' actually existed, I had to take a stand. I expressed 
it like this: "Evil gets a foothold when good men turn their back", a quote from a Hollywood movie. 

3) They partly exist, which means on at least one occasion, I was in fact dealing with a bona fide life form, though most of 
my time was wasted in a misguided way. 

The above can be simplified: 

1) 'They' did not exist, in which case I was unfortunate and reckless to the point of reprehensible, for amplifying my 
mental health problems, even to the point of causing them. 

2) 'They' do exist. So I am a legendary hero. 

3) 'They' partly exist. In which case I was of great character, for working towards a contingency. Very commendable. 


It is as if telepathy makes people gullible." And I said this, because tonight when I wanted to use some catalyst, I was told that if I 
consumed the last bit left, then I would be the cause of and responsible for the last jigsaw piece of the alleged 'serial killings' 
being put into place, resulting in my life imprisonment. 
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LIST OF PROHIBITATIONS UNDER KING RON AND QUEEN JULIA 


1) Not allowed to have a girlfriend 

2) Not allowed to have a job (because Julia uses a landline to tell them I am a paedophile) 

3) Not allowed to smoke 

4) Not allowed to walk around without a shirt 

5) Not allowed to masturbate 

6) Not allowed to ejaculate 

7) Not allowed to complain 

8) Not allowed to have children 

9) Cannot have friends (because they are all having sex) 

10) Not allowed to access my feelings (*) 

11) Not allowed to cry, not able to cry 

12) Not allowed to feel sensations in my penis due to planned perpetrated orchestrated distraction at times 














to be completed 



